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PRO LO GU E. 


By Mr. R TY A N, 


OW much the Bard's is like the Soldier's Life, 
By Fate condemn'd to one eternal Strife! 
This Year with Laurels they maintain the Field; 
The next, perhaps, ingloriouſly muſt yield : 
With this Diſtinction to be reckon'd ſtill © 
Between the Dangers of the Swerd and Quill 
In equal Strife the happy Soldjers fall, 
But one poor Author muſt engage you all: 
By Cuſtom doom'd th unequal Mar to wage, 
Gainſt all the Wits and Criticks of the Age. 
That War may well excuſe an Author's Fears, 
Where even the Beaux themſelves are YVoluntiers : 
Hither they come, determin'd not to ſpare 
The happieſt Genius, or divineſt Fair: 
Sure of Succeſs, their brave Exploits they try, 
And make the Ladies, like the Author, dye. 
Well, Time was once (A ben will thoſe Days 
return ? 
That Golden Age the Stage muſt ever mourn /) 
When Authors were both good, and very few 
And Plays ſucceſsful, and deſery'd it too : 
When Prologue-Players the full Houſe addreſt, 
Like Champions at a Coronation-Feaft ; 
Dar'd Cenſure and Detrattion's Power defy, 
Aud, eer the Critick ſnarl'd, pronounc'd the Lye. 
But in this Age of Envy and 1II-nature, 
Hhere Malice gacs for Wit, and Spleen for Satyr, 
Our humble Author quits each ancient Right, | 
And from Good-nature hopes Succeſs To-night ; 
No wild Extravagance of Folly draws, 
To bribe a Party to unjuſt Applauſe. 
Few Modern Plays are free from all Miſtakes : 
But this, you muſt agree, is well-----1f*t takes. 


EPI- 


—— — — 
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EPI L O G U E. 
By Mr. C. Bullock, in the Character of 
Harlequin. 


Coutez, beaux Eſprits de Grande Bretagne. 

5 ln this fine Language who can ſpeak in vain? 

Then fince Buffoonery's ſo much in Vogue, 

This Shape is proper — for an Epilogue. 

4 plead nat for our Author, dull Engliſh Fool / 

m Advocate for Farce and Ridicule. 

Toa Britiſh Subjects, let your Wit be ſeen, 

Make Comedy give place to Harlequin. 

His chaſle, bis cleanly, and his nice Behaviour, 

Muſt needs prefer him to the Ladies Favour. 

Then, as a wondrous Proof of Engliſh Senſe, 

Give Foreign Players here a Reſidence : 

Twill ſtrongly prove the Wiſdom of the Age, 

To mount French Strolers on the Engliſh Stage. 

Ail Foreigners we know are very humble / 

Some for Religion come, — and ſome to Tumble. 

To win your fickle Hearts and gain your Rhino, 

Pl] give you one ſhort Touch of Harlequino. 

O Columbine! 

Whoſe Skin is fairer than the burniſh'd Amber, 

Et vos beaux Yeux brillen comme un pot de 
Chambre. 

So courtiy did his Stile appear, ſo ſmart, 

That wheji he crack'd à Feſt, be cract d a 

But we dull Engliſh Players were ſs Blind, 

We ſaid theſe rumbling Jeſis were only Wind. 

Some Beaux, grown Wits, by Travel — not by Reading, 

Said, we were ignorant of Foreign Bre ding. 


Heng 


Fenceforth we'll change our Courſe, we'll mend our Hand, 
Since you can't ſtoop to what you under 
We'll ſend our Damfels o'er the next Vacation, 

To learn fine Tumbling in that modiſh Nation. 

And I my ſelf am not too old, 1 hope, 

To make a ſmall Eſſay —— upon the Rope. 

Since foreign Wit, like This, gives ſuch Delight, 
We'll learn their pretty Tricks, /o grow Polite 
Nay——more — we'll not receive an Orange M euch, 
But what ſpall give you — Something that is French. 


. 
. 


Deſign'd to be Sung by Mr. Pack, in the 
Third AR, where he courts the Maid. 


| Written by Mr. Theobald, and ſet to Muſick 
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ä W Ould you I the Thing diſcover, 

'Tis what pleaſes every Lover; 
"Tss the Darling untry d Foy yr 

Makes Men eager, Virgins coy - 

'i for this we pine and languiſh, 
Sigh, look pale, and waſte with Anguiſhz 
For this Alcides did for/ake 
War and Fame, and a Diſtaff take. 


When we woe you, 
When purſue you, 
| When we all your Grages own, 
When your ſparkling Eyes we praiſe ; 
For this Secret tis alone 
Me theſe amorous Tranſports raiſe. 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Mr. Loveleſs, Mr . Leigh. 

Mr. Oldiſh, Mr. Bullock, Sen. 
Charles, Son to Mr. Oldiſs, M 

in Love with //abella, r. Ryan. 

Prate, Loveleſs's Servant, 
Careful, Corinua's Steward, 
Eaſy, Charles's Servant, 
Boy attending Alicia, Billy Bullock, 


WOMEN. 


Corinna, 4 great Fortune, ge , 
in Love with Loveleſs, Mrs. Bullack. 
Alicia, -Oldiſh's Daughter, Mrs. Moreau. 
HWiſhit, a rich Widow, Mrs: Amghr. 
iſabella, in Love with Charles, Miſs Willis. 


Beatrice, Corinna's Maid, Mrs. Seiler. 
Lucy, the. Widow's Maid, Mrs. Gifard. 
Betty, Alicia's Maid, Mrs. Robertſon. 


SCENE, OXFORD. 


1 
Tis 5 


ACT I SCENE l. 
SCENE before the Widow's Houſe. 


Enter Corinna dre/5'd as a Gentleman, Beatrice as 
her Man, and Careful. 


BEATRICE. 


Hich way now, Madam? 
Cor. O, we are at our Journey's 
End. 
Beat. That's ſome Comfort. And 
5 pray, Madam, may I be fo bold as 
— do ask a Queſtion or two? 
Cor. Ay, ay, twenty, and thou wo't, Girl. | 
Beat. In the firſt place, what cou'd induce a 
Lady of your Fortune and Quality, to leave her 
own Houſe at Londen, pretending ſhe was going 
to take Poſſeſſion of an Eſtate in Devonſbire; and 
now, to my great Surprize, we are got to Oæx- 
| ford ? | 
8 _ —_ the Loadſtone that — us all. 
eat. A very good Argument to juſtify a youn 
Lady's Conduct. . ä 


B Cor. 


2 ir Well if it Takes. 
Cor. I did not think it to acquaint you 
with my Intentions, left have Aidualed 


me from em. | 

Beat. Then, with humble Submiſſion, I beg you 
would communicate them to me. 

Cor. You know my Father dy'd lately, and left 
me his only Heir. 

Bear. I do, very well; and that my Maſter kept 
you ſo ſtrict, he would not ſo much as let you have 
the Liberty to viſit a Relation, buy your own 
China, Fans, Knots, and other Toys, without your 
old Aunt, Mrs. Formal, was left to guard your 
wandring Senſes, and prevent the Innocent Plea- 
ſure of looking about you, continually raiſing your 
Deſire, by railing at the World, to be better ac- 
quainted with it. 

Cor. One Day my Father being from Home, my 
ſhe Argos lain down to ſleep, I got to a Window 
that looks into the Street, which was forbid my 
_—_— as a moſt unpardonable Crime; there | 
I ſaw Mr. Loveleſs, a Gentleman that liv'd two or 
three Doors from us. | 

Beat. Pray go on, Madam. 

Cor. Frequently ſeeing him paſs by, encreas'd 
my Paſſion; my Father's Death procur'd my En- _ 
largement; and underſtanding Mr. Loveleſ ro be 
my Equal in Birth and Fortune, I was reſolv'd to 
know if his Humour was as agrecable as his Per- 
ſon, and order'd Careful to get me Intelligence. 

Care. I have made the beſt Enquiry could, and 
find that Fame ſpeaks largely in Mr. Loveleſs's 
Praiſe. But yet, Madam, he has his Faults :: Falſe 
and Inconſtant ; addreſſes'everyhandfome Woman, 
till he has perſuaded her ſhe's the ſole Miſtreſs of 
his Heart; and when the poor Creatures have ſur- 
render'd, out of Compaſſion to his falſe Sighs and 

Proteſtations, he marches to the next Fortreſs, -_ 


lſe 
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like a Conqueror in War, leaves what he has tri- 
umph'd o'er. | 

Cor. This frights me not, but rather encreaſes 
my Curioſity. Hearing he was got to Oxford for 
the Summer Seaſon, I have follow'd him, as you 
ſee, in this Dreſs, by which means I may get an 
Apartment in the ſame Houſe where he lodges, 
and with eaſe contract a Friendſhip with bim; 
then I ſhall be a Spy upon his Actions. If all ſhould 
be true that I've heard, I may diſſuade him from 
his inconſtant Temper, and give him an Ac- 
count of my Character and Fortune, which, if he 
likes, I'll return to London before him, and receive 
him in my own proper Perſon as Corinna. 

Beat. W hat a ſtrange Undertaking is this! If it 
ſhould ſucceed! Can you believe when he ſees you 
at London, he won't know you to be Mr. Fainwel ? 

Cor. Do you think I am a Woman, and ha'n't 
Cunning enough to deceive him ? 

Beat. I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon. 

Cor. This I take to be the Houſe. Beatrice, 
knock at the Door; Careful, go you to the Inn, 
and wait my Orders. [Exit Careful. Beat. knocks. 


Enter Wiſhit and Lucy. 


Wiſh. Who is it, and what is't you'd have? 

Beat. A Gentleman of London, who intends to 
ſtay ſome time here, deſires to know if you have 
a Lodging to lett. 

Miſßb. | mult be fatisfy'd who and what he is. 
Beat. You ſee the Gentleman. 

Cor. You need not doubt. I am inform'd you 
entertain none but People of Faſhion. 

Wiſb. Your Appearance ſatisfies me: We ſhall 
have no Diſputes. You'll have this Convenience, 
an honourable Neighbour in the next Chamber ro 

B 2 you; 


——— 
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you; a young Gentleman lately come from Lon- 
don, to whoſe Acquaintance [I'll recommend you. 

Cor. You cannot oblige me more. 

Wiſh. At preſent indeed he's out upon the Ram- 
ble, and has been ſo this Fortnight, half a ſcore 
Miles from Oxford; bur certainly returns to Night, 
and is every Minute expected. Shew che Gen- 
tleman the Apartment. | To Lucy. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Ir, ſide of the Houſe. 


Enter Corinna, Beatrice, and Lucy. 


Luc. A pret'y modeſt Youth, if our Mad-Cap 
don't ſpoil him. [ Aſide. 

Cor. Pray, Sweet-heart, who is this Gentleman 
your Lady tells me lodges in that Apartment? 

Luc. His Name is Loveleſs ; he pretends Pleaſure, 
and a Viſit to ſome People of Faſhion here, but I 
_ his Buſineſs is rather Love than any thing 
elſe. | 

Cor. So, I find he's idle no where. LAſide.] Pray 
who is the Lady? 85 | | 

Luc. One Mrs. Alicia Oldiſh, Daughter to Mr. 
Oldiſh, a Gentleman of this City. She is look'd 
upon to be the Beauty of this City. 

Cor. Does he court her for a Wife? 

Luc. She'll have a great Fortune, and he would 
be to blame to trifle with ſuch an Advantage. 

Cor. I'm undone ! | A4fide to Beat.] Pray tell 


2 Miſtreſs I like the Apartment wonderful well. 


Exit Lucy.] Beatrice. 
Beat. Madam. 
Cor. What do you ſay now? 
Beat. She has given us a Bone to pick, i'faith: 
Bur perhaps Mr. | Ade: may have as little Since- 


rity in his Addreſſes to this Alicia Oldifſh, as he had 
Cor. 


to any before, 
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Cor. Ay, but her Wealth and Beauty are ſtrong 
Allurements, which will draw the wildeſt into a 
Snare: 

Beat. That you don't know. Come, leave the 
Succeſs to Time and Fortune; you don't want In- 
vention, 

Enter Betty. 


Bet. My Lady ſent me with this Letter to Mr. 
Loveleſs; this Chamber-Door being open, I may 
inform my ſelf. I take it to be his, by the De- 
ſcription ſhe gave me. [ fide. 

Beat. Who do you look for, Sweet-heart ? 

Bet. AGentleman who is expected here to Day. 

Cor. I don't know what Jealouſy comes into my 
Head, but my Mind miſgives me. Pray who 
do you come from ? 

Bet. From a Lady that lives in this Street ; I 
have not been long with her, nor have J everſeen 
the Gentleman, bur I remember he 1s call'd Mr. 
Loveleſs. 

Cor. This is lucky enough; I may diſcover what 
Engagement is between em. 4/ide.] I am that 
Loveleſs whom you enquire for. You come from 
Mrs. Alicia Oldiſh, Mr. O/difp's Daughter. 

Bet. | find you are the Gentleman, Sir, Here's 
a Letter for youz I was order'd to deliver it ſafe 
into your Hands, and no Body's but yours. 

Cor. Does. it require an Anſwer ? 

Bet. No, my Miſtreſs order'd me not to ſtay, 
for fear of being ſeen. Your Servant, Sir. [ Exit. 

Cor. How impatient am I, till I fee how For- 
tune deſigns to ule me. | Reads. 

Abſence is the Tryal of Love, and perhaps you took 
this laſt Ramble to make the Experiment. Let 
me ſee you as ſoon as you receive this. I wait 
and long to know if you flill remember Your 

| Alicia Oldiſh. 
B 3 What 
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What do you think of this, Beatrice ? 

Beat. By this Letter ſhe's pretty far gone on her 
fide 3 but 1 can't perceive any great Adyances made 
on his. 

Cor. This Letter is not ill writ, nor is this Wo- 
man a Fool; and he muſt have told her a great 
many fine Stories, to have drawn ſuch Paſſion from 
her. Love, outragious Love fills my Breaſt. 
If all the Art of Woman can prevent his marry- 


ing her, it ſhall be put in Execution. Iam down- 


right jealous, and methinks I hate her, tho' | 


never ſaw her. Go preſently to Careful, and bid 


him hire the Houſe that we ſaw was to be lett, 
ready furniſh'd, at the Corner of the Street. I'll 
make ſome Miſchief among em, I'll warrant 
ou. 

f Love. within.) Take Care of the Horſes, and 
bring in the Portmanteau. | 

Cor. This muſt be Loveleſs. 

Beat. Tis he without Doubt. 

Cor. Then go this Minute, and get my Cloaths 
and all Things ready, in the Houſe that Careful is 
to take; for 1 ſhall want them immediately, to 


carry on my Deſigns. 


Beat. I fly. But I can't underſtand what you 
intend by this. 


Cor. Do as I bid you, without Delay. 
[ Exit Beatrice. 


Enter Loveleſs, Prate and Lucy. 


Luc. My Lady ſent me to welcome you to Ox- 
ford, and to beg Leave of this Gentleman, that 
he'll permit you to be here till your own Apart- 
ment is got ready. 


Cor. She need not ask that Favour. A Gentle- 


man of your Appearance, Sir, may command both 


Love. I 


* 


me and my Apartment. 
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Love. I am oblig'd to you, Sir, for your Civility, 
and ſhan't let flip any Opportunity of returning 
your Favours. | 

Cor. Heavens, how m t trembles ! ¶ Aide. 

Love. Pray, Sir, from what Part of England 
came you af ? 

Cor. From London; and, being an entire Stranger 
here, ſhould be glad to be inform'd of the Cu- 
ſtoms of the Place, that I may not ſeem wholly 
ignorant at my firſt Appearance. 

Love. Why faith, Sir, your own Inclinations 
will be the beſt Guide; for here are enongh of 
all Sorts to keep you in Countenance. You'll ſce 
the Originals of Virtue and Vice painted to the 
Life, by the greateſt Maſters in Europe. As to 
my own Part, I am bleſt with Foctune's Bounty, 
without Jabouring for it, and defire _ a gene- 
ral Knowledge, to prevent my looking like a Fool 
in the Converſation of Men of Learning. Whe- 
ther the Earth moves round the Sun, or the Sun 
round the Earth, I care not; I have got the Phi- 
loſopher's Stone, or at leaſt the Effect of it, Mo- 
ney enough to purchaſe my Eaſe and Pleaſure. 
Who finds out the Longitude does not ccacern 
me, much Good may do 'em with the Reward: 
My Inclinations lead me to the agreeable Dclighrs 
of Love and Gallantry ; to pleaſe, and to be pleas'd; 
ro range round Czpid's World of Love, and fee 
the little ſtarry Orbs which brightly ſhine in every 
fair One's Face; read, by their Motion, if a hap- 

y Fate attends the Gazer, or he be doom'd to 
ſeek a kinder Influence in another Sphere. Each 
Moment languithing, expiring, dying with never 
ſurfeiting Variety; like him that fails from Coaft 
to Coaſt, pleas'd and ſurpriz'd at the new Worlds 
that ſtart to his unſatisfied Defires. 

Conſtant to Beauty, I adore the Fair; 


If one denics, the next wl cure Deſpair. 
B 4 Cor. This 
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Cor. This is a Life of Pleaſure you deſcribe in- 
deed, without being reſtrain'd by the ſtrict Rules 
of Virtue, which often interrupt the moſt de- 
lightful Scenes. 

Love. The more gay and careleſs, the more 
genteel; there is even an Art in trifling with 
Time agreeably. Dreſs by Noon, loyter at 
FYhite's till Three, dine by Five, after that to the 
Play or Drawing Room, a refreſhing Viſit to ſome 
tender She, a Bottle, now and then ſtep into the 
Groom-Porter's, and then to Reſt, till Indolence 
gives Leave to gliter out again. The ſtrict Rules 
of Virtue make a malicious Sort of Pride, the 
Vulgar affect thro' Neceſſity, and rail at what's 
not in their Power to enjoy. I beg you would 
excuſe me at preſent, I have ſome Bus'neſs that 
requires Diſpatch. [ Exeunt Love. and Prate. 

Cor. O Love, how do'ſt thou torment me! The 


Sight of him has undone me. What can I hope 
for ? 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat, Madam Madam ! She muſt 
have ſeen him, or ſhe could never be transform'd 
thus on the Sudden. [ 4/ide.] This Love is a 
ſtrange Diſtemper, that nothing but the Blood of 
the Viper that has given the Wound, can cure it. 
O! ſhe begins to revive. 

Cor. Well, what have you done? 

Beat. I have given Careful Orders to get all 
Things ready in the lower Apartment of the Houſe 
he has taken. Your Cloaths will be ready, and 
every thing elſe, in an Inſtant; but to what Pur- 
poſe, I can't imagin. 

Cor. Follow me and ask no Queſtions, you'll 
{ce the Event. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. Wilhit's Apartment. 
| Enter Wiſhit, Lucy and Iſabella. 


1/ab. I come to wait on you, Madam, to know 


your Pleaſure. Shall I go to Church with you, 


this Morning ? 

Wiſh. No, *tis not my Pleaſure. 

{/ab. You are every Day more ſevere than o- 
ther - I with I knew the Cauſe of your An- 

er. 
- Wiſh. Be gone, and leave me, I don't like the 
Sight of you. [Exit Iſab. 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, you uſe my young Lady 
with too much Severity. 

Fiſh. She's too handſom, and that's a hideous 
Fault. 

Luc. Is that all your Reaſon ? 

Wiſb. Can there be a greater? I never go a vi- 
fiting any whither but-----Your Daughter's a fine 
Woman, a handſome young Lady ; ------ ſhe per- 
ſuades the World I am old, before I am Thirty : 
I ſhall never endure that Name of the Old Gentle- 
Woman. | 

Luc. The World is very apt to ſight every 
Thing for Fiftcen, and had rather play the Fool 
with a Bauble, than addreſs Five and Twenty, and 
a good Underſtanding. One may be handſom ar 
Forty TH | 

Miſb. One may fo. 

Luc. She does not make you look ſo bad as you 
think, Madam; you have a blooming Cheek, a 
ſparkling Eye, a gracetul Sweetneſs in your Face. 
Oh that languiſhing Air muſt prevail, when you 
attempt a Conqueſt. | 

Wiſh. Have l ſo indeed? don't you flatter me? --- 
Fy, impoſſible! -- I can't believe you now. 

| _— 


10 Is Well if it Takes. 

Lac. I tell the Truth, Madam. What, I flatter 
— I deceive you! Your Glaſs will juſtify what 

ſay to be true. 

Wiſh. Well, I proteſt But how am I to 
Day ? [ vow you perſuade me into an Opi- 
nion of my ſelf; he, he, I can't help believing you. 

Luc. You never look'd younger, nor handfomer. 
Beſides, that little Art you have added, is a great 
Aſſiſtance ro Nature, | 

Wiſh. Alack, ay, ay, tis fo certainly. : 

Luc. Your Daughter will never be fo agreeable. 

H iſh. Youth has prevailing Charms; but, as 
you ſay, for all that I need not deſpair. 

Luc. Deſpair? No, no: She's young, ttis true, 
but wants Judgment. 

Wiſh. Mr. Oldiſb's Son is in Love with her, there's 


the Misfortune: Tho? I have not ſpar'd any Pains 


to let the Inſenſible know my Inclination. 

Luc. Come, come, Madam, we are not without 
Hopes. I have taken care to make 'em break off 
all Correſpondence: They don't ſo much as ſpeak 
to one another. 6 

Wiſh. That's a great ſtep, Lucy. 

Luc. You have made a good Choice, if we can 
bring our Deſigns handſomly abour. 

Wiſh. Spare neither Care nor Pains, dear Lucy, 
and if you ſucceed your Fortune's made. 

Luc. I'll do my Endeavour, I warrant you. 

Hiſh. But there's a terrible thing in the way 
you don't think of. 

Luc. What's that? 

Fiſh. What would you ſay if the old Man has 
a mind to me himſelf; which I ſhrewdly ſuſpect. 

Luc. There's ſomething in that indeed; but you 
may be miſtaken. 

Wiſh. Tis too true, and I can't think what I 
ſhould do with an old Wretch. Lord, Lord, how 
conceited are the old Fellows! Well, they _ 

| them- 


Irren 
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themſelves Gyants, but thoſe Mountains ne*er bring 
forth any thing but a Mouſe. 
Luc. Out upon him: He can't be fo unreaſona- 
ble: A Man of Threeſcore muſt be ſtark ſtaring 
Mad to ſuppoſe he can break the Faſt of « Widow, 
handſome, young, and vigorous as you arez who 
2 haveſtaidſo long after the Death of your Husband, 
full three Months: Truly I think none but a young 
Man is capable of 1 your Bus neſs; and 
a young Man, Madam, you ſhall have, or l'm no 
Fortune- teller. But here comes Mr. Ol/difs, and 
now we'll feel his Pulſe. 


Enter Mr. Oldiſh. 


Old. How does your Lady, Lucy? What ſay'ſt 
| „ hope ſhe's well, Girl. Does 
her Blood beat high, a Mellow fluſhing in her 
Cheeks, a youtbful Simper, a wanton Leer in her 
Eyes: Does not Conſummarion dance in every Vein 
about her, to the merry Tune of hey Boys up go 
we? 

Luc. Alas ſhe's very bad, dreams of nothing but 
Shrowds and Coffins, and has a heavy time of it. 
She's an Example for all the Widows in the Pa- 
riſn. Struggles hard for Comforts to overcome 
the Loſs of a good Husband. 

Old. Is that all? Madam, your Servant; I 
am come to mix my Grief with yours; and if you 
have loſt a tender Husband, I have loſt a Friend. 
Bur fince Tears and Sighs cannot raiſe him from 
the Grave, why what would you have; you muſt 
be comforted, and think of another to ſupply his 
Place; ſome brisk young Fellow, that will rouze, 
and touze, and tumble you, and pleaſe you, you'll 
ſoon forger | know one fit for the purpoſe. 

Fiſh. Good, Sir, don't rob me of the only Plea- 
ſure 1 have left, and that's the Memory of him. 

O 
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O lack, O lack, what ſhall I do for him? He 
haunts my Thoughts all Day, his Ghoſt follows 
me o' Nights; I can't fleep without him. The 


Subſtance is wanting, when I turn, thinking to 
find him by me. Oh, oh, I can't bear it. 


Old. *Tis decent to complain, and have regard © 


to your dead Husband ; but you are too young to 
be left to grow mouldy in a Chimney-Corner, or be 
Jaid afide for the Worms. Fifty Years hence we'll 
talk of that. He's gone, and what have you to 


do? —— Why, ſupply his Place with an Alcides, 


it you can find one. 

Wiſh. Pho, pho, it's impoſſible I ſhould ever 
like another Man. W hat, love another Man ! 
How can you think me fo very weak? 

Old. You can't tell, till you know him. 
[ Ade. ] *SDeath, this can't be the inſide of a Wi- 
dow; but III try her another way. 

Wiſh. O lack, O lack, the Thought of another 
Husband raiſes the Vapoursz O give me Air, I 
ſhall faint; 'tis roo much for a weak deſpairing 
Woman to bear. 

Luc. The Name of a ſecond Husband, you ſee, 
Sir, diſturbs her very Soul. We Servants, Sir, 
are always impertinent, and therefore I hope you'll 
excuſe me; and tho' ſhe']] not hear his Name, pray 
let me know who it is? 

Old. No, no, fince ſhe has ſo far abandon'd her 
ſelf to Grief, I'll take my leave, and c'en let her 
Aﬀectation put a Trick upon her Inclination. 

Luc. O fy, it is not friendly to leave her thus 
o' erwhelm'd with Sorrow. 

Old. Sorrow! What has ſhe to do with Sorrow, 
when there's ſo much room for Joy — ſuch a pro- 
ſpect of Delight! All my Endeavours to comfort 
her are in vain and fo fare you well, Madam. 

Wiſh. And would you leave me in the heighth 
of all my Afflictions? Alas, who can _— me 

ctter 
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better than your ſelf? You, who was my Husband's 
peculiar Friend, are belt able to mitigate my Grief. 


I can hear you ſay any thing, almoſt without be- 


ing diſpleas'd. 
Old. Odſdeath I have done, I won't offend you. 


Een let the Stream flow your own way, I'll trou- 


ble my ſelf no further to turn the Current. | Aſide. 
I find ſhe wears the Habit only as a Cloak, like 
the reſt of her Order: A true Devotee! And could 
leave the publick Pleaſures of the World, for a 
private Intrigue with a Brawny Fryar, it Mona- 
{tries were in Faſhion in England. 

IViſh. We don't know what we fay our ſelves 
in the Tranſports of Sorrow. I decline a ſecond 
Choice, and never deſire to hear of another Huſ- 
band. Burt alas, what is it that a Friend's Perſua- 
ſions may not do. Oh, oh: 

Old. 1 intended to have ſpoke to you on my Son's 


behalt: But pray, Madam, don't do any thing con- 


trary to your own Inclinations z but conſider a lit- 
tle; I ſay, conſider a little, and take the brazen 
Head's Advice. Time was, that you have made 
uſe of; and now Time is, therefore lay hold on't: 


- *Tis a dreadful thing for a Widow to have Time 


paſt; and a young Fellow's a ſlippery thing. 

Wish. Your Son! Ah, Sir, your Son! My Judg- 
ment js weak, and I dare not give my ſelf the Li- 
berty to conſider, after you have advis'd. But your 
Son and however it may appear to me, I am ſure 
it muſt be ſincere, coming from you. Vour Son 
is a ſweet Gentleman, truly — Nay, did I appre- 
hend it conſiſted even of Contradictions, the Opi- 
nion that I have of you, and your Son, would re- 
concile them to me. 

Old. He's young, well made, and if you can like 


him 
Mißb. You know beſt what's fitting Mr. Oldiſb, 
O he's too young for me, but 
he's 


your Son 
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| ir your Son, and that's enough to recommend 
"4 Im. 
4 Old. Why ay, now you take the thing by the 
right End, like a Woman of Senſe. Madam, you 
do me too much Honour. 

Wiſh. I beg you would give me leave to pro- 
ceed in this Affair with Decency; 'twill be too 
oon to think of it, under eight or ten Days. * 

Old. I have yet another Favour to beg of you, 


upon my own Account. I have an Affection for 
| your Daughter. 


| Wiſh. My Daughter! 
i| Old. Your Daughter. 
| Hiſh. You, Sir! 9 
Old. Why not? I'll warrant you I can cut a Ca- 
per within the compaſs of a Wedding Ring, as well 
as Cer a Gallant of em all. 
Fiſh. Bur perchance you may make a better 
Choice, ſhe's young and toolith. 
Old. Am l ſo old? 
K Nis. Not at all; but I fear my Daughter will 
not ſo readily conſent. 
Old. I believe it will not be much otherwiſe with 
; my Son. ; 4 
F Hifh. O, Sir, my Daughter ſhall be obedient, I _ 


promiſe you. | | 

+ Old. And my Son comply, or ſtarve. | 7 

& Luc. Iſabella, and Mr. Charles, both truſt me with 
l their moſt ſecret Inclinations; therefore I can't 
| want an Opportunity to turn em to any purpole for 

! yours or my Lady's Intereſt. 

ish. You're in the right, Lucy. 

: Luc. Pray retire into the Cloſet; //abella is | 
| coming, and 'tis not fir ſhe ſhould fee you toge- 

ther. [ Ex, Oldiſh and Wiſhit. 
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Enter Iſabella. 

Tab. O Lucy, I am glad I've found you alone: 
Vou ſaid youſaw that ungrateful Charles this Morn- 
ing; did he ſpeak to you? 

Luc. Yes, Madam, we had a great deal of Dif- 
courſe together. 

1/ab. Pray what does he think of me? 

Luc. Think of you! Why, nothing at all. 

1/ab. But what did he ſay of me? | 

Luc. He did not ſo much as name you; but 

poke mightily in praiſe of your Mother. 

1/ab. And ſaid nothing of me? 

Luc. Not one Word, tho' I mention'd your 
Name twenty times. 

Jſab. My Mother! What can he fee in the Mo- 
ther, after he has made Love to the Daughter ? 

Luc. Real and Perſonal, which are the greateft 
Charms in the World; Money and Land. And I 
can aſſure you, in the Humour ſhe is, a young 
Husband will not be diſagreeable. She's like o- 


T5 


ther provident Widows, puts up her Bill to Lett 


her Lodgings, before they are well empty. He 
has ok d — the Conveniences, and does not 
diſlike them. 

Jab. But it will not be very agreeable to ſee Mr. 
Charles her Husband, and my Father- in- law. 

Luc. What of that? Vou ſay you don't love him; 
why do you diſturb yourſelf about him? 

Jſab. If 1 don't love him Lucy, I would 

Luc. What? See him! -- -- How Madam! are 
you ſo weak as not to revenge your ſelf on ſuch an 
ungrateful Man? 

Jab. "Twas long before I gave my Heart to 
him and Love, therefore 'tis hard to recover Li- 
berty again. Charles was the firſt I ever calt my 
Eye upon, with tender Sentiments; we lov'd fo 
young, it ſeem'd tobe born with us. One Thought, 
one Inclination, and one Deſire ſeem'd to govern 
both our Minds; conitant!y together, never ſa- 
tisfied 
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tisfied if aſunder; we even ſigh'd for Love, yet 
knew not what it was. 0 

Luc. Why, ay, that makes his Ingratitude ten 
times worſe, and ought to make you hate him ten 
times more, What, wou'd you ſpeak to him ? 

[/ab. 1 believ'd thee, and therefore have ſhunn'd 
him hitherto, contrary to my own weak fooliſh 
Inclination; bur | will ſee him once more, that I 
may know the Cauſe from himſelf, and then I 
ſhall be ſufficiently farisfied. | 

Luc. I am aſham'd to find you are ſtill fo void 
of Reſolution. 

1/ab. I did not think you would have denied 
me any thing; but ſince it is a Trouble, I'll ger 
ſomebody elle to carry this Letter for me. 

Lac. T'll carry it for you, if you pleaſe. —— 
I would not have you truſt any Body elſe with it. 

Lab. And will you? | 

Luc. You may command me, you know, atany 
Time. 

Lab. You ſhall not loſe by it. 

Luc. Is this the Letter? 

1/ab. The Direction is wanting. 

Luc. Then, Madam, don't direct it; for if he 
ſhould chance to ſhew it, you can deny it was in- 
tended for him. — In this Age, we can't be 
too cautious of the Men, they are ſuch wicked 
Things. a | 

I/ab. I did not think him fo till now. Bur 
don't delay. 

Luc. You hinder me your ſelf. 

Tab, Well | 

Luc. Go, go, go in, I'm gone. [ Exit, 

Iſab. How ſoon inconſtant Man ſhakes off the 
Power of Love; | 

He flights the tender Heart he has ſubdu'd, 


And courts the worſt of Crimes, Ingratitude. 
[ Exit. 
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ACTI SCEWWER-T 
SCENE Oldiſh's Houſe. 


Enter Alicia and Betty. 


= Alic. $6 gave him the Letter ? 


4 Bet. Yes, Madam, and I promiſe you 
he is a Noſegay no Lady need be aſham'd to wear 
in her Boſom. He's a gallant Man, and ſo cour- 
teous and very handſom I can aſſure you. 

Alic. Hold, Betty, don't praiſe him too much 
neither. | | 
Bet. I can't help ſpeaking the Truth, Madam ; 
you have made a worthy Choice. | 

Alic. I think he loves me too, and gratefully 


. acknowledges the Favours I have beſtow'd. But 
here's my Father. 


3 Enter Mr. Oldiſh. 


i 
; Old. Alicia. 
Ali. Sir. 
Old. I want to ſpeak with you in Private. Betty, 
leave the Room. Exit Betty. 
Alic. What's this. Precaution for? I'm ſur- 
priz'd ! [ Aſide. 


Old. The tender Affection J have for you, 
Daughter, makes me regard your Welfare. 

Alic. Where will this end! [ 4/ide. 

Old. Aad would willingly ſee you ſettled agree- 
able to the Fortune I can beſtow on you; which 
is not inconſiderable. 

Alic. Pray, Sir, hear me. — O am frighted 
out of my Wits. ¶ Aſide.] I have no other Thought 
than to live with you, 

C Old. I 
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Old. I am oblig'd to you, Daughter, for your 
Concern for me ; but a good Match muſt not be 
neglected. 

Alic. Since you talk of diſpoſing of me [I am 
_— Afide.] Who is it you have made Choice 
of, Sir 

Old. Why, Mr. Loveleſs; I ſuppoſe you know 
him. There being a ſtrict Frendſhip between his 
Father and myſelf, you muſt have ſeen him often 
here with your Brother. I'll take the firſt Op- 
portunity to propoſe the Matter. n 

Alic. This is joyful News! [ Afide. 

Old. You ſeem to change your Countenance, | 
which makes me ſuſpe& you don't like him. Ha, 


ans Km_d = aclo .c..c 


Alic. I can't think of parting from you. —— 
But I am all Obedience. "2 


Old. Well ſaid, my Girl. 


Enter Beatrice as an old Woman, Corinna as 4 4 
Maid- Servant. F 


Beat, IJ am inform'd here lives a Lady call'd 
Alicia. 4 

Old. This is ſhe, tis my Daughter. What do 4 
you want with her ? 

Beat. I rejoice to meet you both together. She? 
wants a Servant, as | am told. 

Alic. Yes, to wait upon me. 

Beat. I have brought one, I believe, fit for your 
Purpoſe. 

Cor. If I can be fo happy as to be your Servant. 

Old. Whence do you come? 

Beat. From London. 

Od. She has a good Face, and looks clean and 
neat. ¶ Aſide.] But how came you to Oxford, Nai 
living ſo far off? | 1 

Cor. | 
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Ur Cor. 1 waited on a Baronet's Lady, who came 
de from London to this Place; my Maſter finiſh'd his 
Buſineſs in about Six Weeks, and I falling fick, was 

im left behind to recover at this Woman's Houſe. 

ce Hearing, Madam, you wanted a Servant, I made 

bold to offer myſelf. 

n Alic. You ſeem not to be bred in a mean Man- 

ner, by your Carriage. But what can you do? 
Cor. I can do every thing neceſſary in a Family. 

Od I like her very well, Daughter; but you 

muſt know her Character. 

Alic. Can you bring any Body to recommend 

ou? | 

| n Beat, I ſerv'd my ſelf a Gentleman in London, 

whoſe Name was Loveleſs. 

Old. He's an intimate Friend of mine; he has 

2 Son who 1s at preſent in Oxford. 

Alic. We know him very well, and the Widow 
Miſbit, at whoſe Houſe he lodges. 

2 Beat. I ſerv'd Mr. Loveleſs Six Years, and ſhould 
have ſerv'd him till now, if Thad not been oblig'd 
to leave him on Account of his Son. 

bd Ol. Who, young Mr. Loveleſs ? 

Beat. The ſame, for he has no other. O he's 

t do 4 rude, wicked, debauch'd Wretch. But this is 
not to our Purpoſe. | , 

She Od. But 'tis to mine. [ Aſide.] Pray let me 
know his Character, that I may adviſe him bet- 
ter. 

your Beat. I ſhould be glad if you could prevail by 

any Means, but l fear 'twill be impoſſible; he's 
ant. ¶Maſter of all Vice. He ſwears, plays at Dice, 
drinks, makes Love to every Woman he ſees 
lyes, feigns, and is fo dext'rous in addrefling 'em, 

and What the moſt diſcreet can't defend themſelves a- 

ford, Wgainſt his baſe Treachery and Falſhood. Nay, 

and when he has gather'd the Fruit of his perfi- 
or. I dious Oaths, he leaves em, to begin a new In- 
4: wh trigue 
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55 70 with the next Woman that falls in his Way; 
and is ſo infamous in London, that the Ladies ſhun 
him as they would Loſs of Reputation. 

Old. Is this true, Woman? 

Beat. Alas, Sir, you need not doubt it. His 
Father is an honeſt worthy Gentleman, and wil- 
ling to hide it, if it were poſſible. Why, Sir, 
he would have 
Father's Houſe on that Account. 


I was forc'd to leave his 


Alic. I'm undone, if this be true. [ Aſide. 4 


Old. I have choſe for my Son-in-law a very pret- 
ty Fellow indeed. | 4/ide.|] But I beg you would 
proceed, and let me know all. 

Beat. to Cor.] Now to throw him out of the 
Saddle. His Father has loft all Patience with 


him. You muſt know he made Love to a young 
Lady of Quality, and by his inſinuating Ways © 


gain'd ſo far on her Virtue, that the had Two 
Children by him, ſo like him He ſoon left 


her, and her Relations began a Suit at Law againſt | 


him. They ſaid he promis'd her Marriage, and 
was contracted to her; and his Father, to prevent 


* 8 — 5 | * 
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what Miſchief might happen to him, has ſent him 


to Oxford, but he can't forget his old Tricks here. 


Tho' he pretends Devotion when he goes to Church, 


tis only to deceive a young Widow, who lives 
not far from hence. He treats of Marriage with 
a Lady at the Corner of the next Street, and 
courts a certain Vintner's Daughter z but his Sport's 
ſpoil'd there, her Father has rurn'd her out of the 
Bar, lock'd her up, and ſhe muſt dye of the Pipe, 
or run the Hazard of breaking her Neck to leap 
into his Arms; and then if he does not give her 
Cauſe for a Colour in her Cheeks, I am miſta- 
ken. Beſides, two married Women, from 


whom their Husbands are going to be divorc'd, 
on Account of his Lewdneſs. He thinks Matri- 


mony a Whirlpool, that deſtroys every one _ 
alls 
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falls within its Circle. He ſpares nothing in Pet- 
ticoats. Ah, Sir, he looks very pale roo, I with 
it may be no ill Diſtemper that is the Cauſe of it. 
Old. Tis a very good Account; and I can't ſee 
for what End this Woman ſhould deceive us. 
[ 4fide. 
Alic. I fear 'twill be in vain to attempt an Ex- 
cuſe for him. [ Aſide. 
Old. I'll endeavour to find out the Truth; this 
is a Matter may be eaſily look'd into. [de. 
You may take the Servant, if you like her. | Exit. 
Beat. I think I have clench'd the Nail in the 
old Man's Head. 
Alic. What a Traytor is Loveleſs ? | Afide.] What 
is your Name? 
Cor. Maria. 
Alic. Very well; I think to entertain 
are for my Purpoſe. 
| [They wall to the upper end of the Stage. 
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you, if you 


Euter Loveleſs and Prate in Riding Habits. 


Lov. Ha, Prate, does not that Woman who is 
with Alicia, appear very like Feignwell ? 

Prate. Ha, Gadſo, one would ſwear 'twas he in 
Petty-coats. 

Lov. The more I look, the more ſhe charms 
me. How beautiful ſhe is! 

Prate. Bleſs me, what d'you mean, Sir, are you 
in Love again? -Another Twinge, bur it won't latt 
long: Sharp and ſhort, like the Gripes. 

Beat. I'll rake my leave. I'm very well pleas'd 
with the Opportunity of leaving ſo good a Ser- 
vant with fo good a Lady. [ Exit. 

Loveleſs and Prate advance. 

Lov. /peaking to Alicia, looks at Corinna. 
Abſence enflames a conſtant Lover's Heart; 
When preſent, every Glance becomes a Dart. 

C 3 
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My Affection is ſuch that I could not ſtay a Mi- 
nute after my Return to Oxford, but flew with all 
the Wings of Love to wait upon you. I ſhall loſe 
my Senſes with looking at her. [ 4frde. 

Alic. You are ſurpriz'd, Mr. Loveleſs z what's the 
meaning of this Diſorder ? 

Love. Who can ſee fo bright an Angel [ Looking 
as before.] and hide his Admiration! Aſide.] Pray, 
Madam, who is this? 

Alic. So, here's a Proof of his inconſtant Tem- 
per to my Face. [ A/ids.] It may be you think her 
handſome, that you give your ſelf the Trouble to 
enquire after her. "1M 

Lov. I confeſs, tho' ſhe ſeems agreeable, yet be- 
fore you 

Alic. She's my Maid, and perhaps at my Deſire, 
if you are ſmitten, may have ſome Compaſſion on 
you, and uſe you as kindly as the Lady of Quality 
did at London, or the young Widow that lives hard 
by here. You are going to be married, Sir, 
pray let me know when it is, that I may have the 
Opportunity to wiſh you Joy. 

Lov. I don't underſtand you, Madam, 

Alic. It may be nor. 

Lov. This is ridiculing my Love with meer In- 
ventions. 

Alic. Invention, or not Invention, you have no 
Reaſon to complain; the Loſs of one Miſtreſs will 
not diſturb you much, when you have the Choice 
of ſo many. The Vintner's Daughter, the two 
married Women you have ruin'd; I ſuppoſe you 
are not unacquainted with the Law Suit that's go- 
ing on againft you at London. 

Lov. If you intended to affront me, Madam, 
you might have taken an Opportunity in another 
mann r. Would you perſuade me, Madam, 
out of my Senſes? If you believe me only a Fool, 
fit for your Ridicule and Paſtime, I am glad I can 


oblige 
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oblige = any way, Madam. What Law Suit, 
what Vintner's Daughter, what Widow, what 
married Women! Theſe Deceptions, I hope, are 
only to try the ſincereſt Heart that ever lov'd, and 
that my Love- 

Alic. Is Deceit. ; 

Lov. Amazing ! Either my Ears are not my own, 
or 1 am 

Alic. Inconſtant. 

Lov. Monſtrous ! Certainly, Madam, you have 
either abandon'd all your own Senſe and Reaſon, 
or are reſolv'd to confound mine, in ſuch a Charge 
apainſt a Heart you know was always yours. 

Alic. And every Body's elſe. [ Ex. Alic. and Cor. 

Lov. Gone! So, what the Devil's the meaning 
of all this! | 

Prate. Nay, indeed this is ſomething ſurprizing. 
Perhaps, Sir, Fame has given her a general Account 
of your way of Living, and ſhe has invented Par- 
ticulars. 

Lov. I remember not one Intrigue ſhe accuſes 
me of. | 

Prate. Sir, recolle& your ſelf. — But now ! 
think on't, that's impoſſible, they are ſo nume- 
rous. — Let me ſee——A Vintner's Daughter. 
No Alf the had ſaid Vintner's Wife, ſhe had 
been right, to the Tune of half a Score. 

Lov. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah; is this a time 
for Impertinence? She muſt not be loſt thus: Her 
Perſon and her Fortune are both too valuable. 

Prate. No, by no means; you'll have no Op- 
8 to carry on your Intrigue with the Maid 
then. f 

Lov. That's true: And if her Father be not as 
peeviſh as her ſelf, who this Day has propos'd a 
Match between us, I'll ſoon make Peace with the 
Daughter, 

C 4 


Prate. 
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Prate. Ay, Sir, ſhe's one of that forgiving Sex 
that pardons all paſt Faults in a Husband before 
Marriage, if the could be but ſure to have you all 
to her {elf afterwards. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Widow's Houſe, 
Enter Lucy meeting Eaſy. 


Luc. Well, what ſays your Maſter? 

Eaſy. O he's ſtark ſtaring, Mad, and in a violent 
Rage. All his Endeavours are in vain; the more 
he tries to forget /abella, the more he raves. 

Luc. What, has he no Shame? 

Eaſy. Shame! Why when did you ſee a Mad- 
man out of Countenance? He's deſperate, walks 
with his Arms a-croſs, and talks of nothing bur 
1/abella ; in ſhort, I think he's bewitch'd——— 
What have you there; | Spies a Leiter.] a Letter 
in your Boſom ? 

Luc. I a Letter! You have very good Eyes. 
 Eaſ5. Ay, and an Underſtanding ſharp enough 
to diſcover you have got the faſhionable Iteh, Bri- 
bery, as well as your Betters, by that Letter; no 
doubt Poſtage is paid. Vou need not be aſham'd, 
'tis a prevailing Argument; from the Long Robe 
down to the Chamber Maid. 

Luc. Pray what Bribes has your Maſter given 
me, that you are ſo pert ? 

Eaſy. He has been a little Negligent, but I'll 
put him in Mind that a Caſt Suit from your Mi- 
ſtreſs, makes you fly. with a Mefſag= to the Man 
ſhe likes; and a green Purſe, with the merry Mu- 
ſick in't of Chink Chink, perſuades you to recom- 
mend the Man to her ſhe hates. Is not that Ler- 
ter for ſome Rival of my Maſter's? I ſaw //abella 


leave you. Who is it for? 
Luc. 
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Luc. T won't tell you. | 


Eaſy. I'Il kiſs you till you do. [ Kiſſes ber. 
Luc. What's the matter with the Fellow ? 
Eaſy. Will you tell yet ? [ Kiſſes. 


Luc. You have taken away my Breath, I can't 
ſpeak. [He offers again to Kiſs.) Hold, hold, Pll 
tell you all. Why, it is for 

Eaſy. Whom? 

Luc. Vour Maſter's Father. 

Eaſy. Is it poſſible? 

Luc. Moſt certain. Here comes your Maſter. 


Enter Charles. 


Charl. Is your Lady within? 

Luc. Yes. 

Charl. And may I ſee her? 

Luc. By all means: W ho ſhould ſee her, if you 
mayn't? 

Charl. Is 1/abella with her? 

Luc. No, Sir. 

Eaſy. Ah, Sir, you little think who is your Ri- 
val ! [Lucy Makes ſigns. 

Charl. Why do you make Signs ro him? 

Eaſy. Why I will tell. It may cure him of his 
Paſſion for her. Why, in ſhort, it's your Father; 
that Letter ſhe has in her Boſom is for him. 

Luc. I a Letter about me! You're very confi- 
dent O Monſtrous! 

Eaſy. And O Monſtrous. | Szatches it.] Yes, 
here it is, 

Char] Give it—Jet me ſec it. [Takes it from him. 

Luc. What ails the Fool? 

Eaſy. Nothing, Child. My Maſter will only 
read it. Nay, if you Love me. Silence 
gives conſent. 


Luc. 
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ſake [I'll ſerve your Maſter. 
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Luc. You know I am a good-natur'd Fool. 

_ Charl. Reads.| I deſire to ſpeak with ou alone, 
but don't well knew what 1 ought to ſay to you. I am 
too forward, ſo ſoon to condeſcend. Durs, Iſabella. 
gr: Now | hope you are ſatisfied in her Per- 
Eberl Baſe, faithleſs Woman! 

Luc. Voung Girls are fickle. 

Charl. Confuſion ſcize her; was there none elſe 
to make a Rival of? 

Luc. Endeavour to Love ſome other Perſon; 
that's the only means to be Reveng'd. For your 
1 know 1/abella 
even to her Heart, and am fatisfied the greateſt 
piece of Revenge you can take, is to — to 
addreſs ker Mother, whom I dare ſwear won't 
uſe you as the Daughter has done. 

Charl. Twill be ſome pleaſure to ſee this Incon- 
ſtant, and tell her how much her Mother loves 
me. 

Luc. Twill be to no purpoſe, if you think to 
perſuade her. 

Charl. Ungrateful Woman. 

Luc. *Slife, here ſhe comes; I can't prevent 
their meeting: What ſhall I do? [ 4fide.] Sir, 
your Father's coming. ——— That will fright him. 

[ Hide. 


Char]. My Father! 
Luc, Yes, Sir, he'll be very angry if he finds 
ou here. | 
Char]. Tell the Ingrate 
Luc. Think on your Father, Sir, he's coming ! 
[ Surpriz'd. 
Charl. How lovely ſhe appears; all the ſame 
charming Look. 
i Luc. Ay, Sir, but here's the Pity, ſhe's unfaith- 
ul. | 


Charl, 


000 „„ 
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Charl. Yes, there's the Bane of all my Joys, the 
Canker that eats thro' all her Beauties, and my 
Peace. | 

Luc. But why do you ſtay? 

Charl. Why indeed. Whar, Eaſy, arc we 
both aſleep ? Come, Sirrah, let's be gone. 

Luc. But will you keep the Letter 

Charl. Here it is. 

Luc. Hide your Weakneſs, you're obſerv'd. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Charl. Here take it. { Tears it. 
Luc. Right: Into Twenty pieces 
. A Charles and Eaſy. ' 

ab. Barbarous, with what Diſdain he tore the 
Letter. 

Luc. You ſee, Madam. 

Jab. Is there any thing more cruel than thus 
to Triumph o'er my Weakneſs to my Face? 

Luc. Didn't I tell you ſo, Madam ? 

1/ab. Why did you give him the Letter? 

Luc. Why, becauſe you order'd me. 

1/ab. I don't know what I would have. You 
ought to have taken more care of my Honour, 
even contrary to my Inclinations. 

Luc. And you would have been angry contrary 
roReaſon. Madam, there's no hurt done, all can 


be eaſily remedied. 

1/ab. How ? 

Luc. Why a Letter without Superſcription may 
be denied. Say it was ſent to another. 

[/ab. W hat other? 

Luc. *Tis no matter: To any Body. 

{/ab. Ay, there's ſome Thought in that. Pr'y- 
thee, dear Lucy, to whom? 

Luc, Why, why, why, to his Father. 


Jab. 
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Jab. Well, I leave my ſelf to your Conduct. 
Here's ſomebody coming, I'll not be ſeen. [ Exit. 


Enter Mr. Oldiſh, running after Iſabella, is flop'd 
by Lucy. 


Old. Dear charming Lady! 

Luc. Pray, Sir, let her alone, ſhe is not well. 

Old. What's the matter with her to Day? 

Luc. Only a ſmall Misfortune, a little Miſchief 
of my Handy-work. 

Old. Have you encreas'd their Jealouſie? 

Luc. Ay, Sir, they have ſwallow'd the Potion 
prepar'd for them, and you ſhall ſoon ſee it ope- 
rate. We'll go into my Lady's Cloſet, and there 
I'll tell you all. | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Corinna's Apartment. 


Enter Beatrice in Mens Cloaths. 


Beat. Here comes my Miſtreſs: She has almoſt 
crack'd my Brain with her ſtrange Chimera's ; 
where they'll end I know not. In Breeches I may 
be ſtuck one time or other, and if they catch me 
in Petty-coats, | can't think what will become of me. 


Exter Corinna as a Man, and Careful. 


Cor. Shut the Door, that no Body may ſee Care- 
ful in this Houſe. Have you pur all things in 


Order in the new Apartment that you took near 
Mr. Oldifh's ? 

Care. Every thing is as decent, and in as much 
Order, as if you had been there theſe twelve 
Months. The Boufette handſomely ſet out with 
Plate; two or three Servants to attend; nothing 

neceſſary 


ft . 
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neceſſary to appear genteel, is wanting; and I 
have 22 45 — Neighbourhood . | ex- 
pe& my Lady Corinna here this Night; who comes 
about ſome extraordinary Bus'nels ſhe has at Ox- 
ord. 

7 Cor. Well, 'tis the moſt convenient Place I could 
fix upon for my Purpoſe, there are ſo many En- 
trances into the Houſe. Do you go thither, and 
wait my further Orders. 

Care. I obey your Commands. 

Cor. Go down the back Stairs, that you mayn'r 
be ſeen by any of the Family. | Exit Careful. 

Beat, What will become of us after all theſe 
Inventions ? You'll expoſe yourſelf, and I ſhall 
have my Share of the Miſchief. Why, Madam, 
we ſhall be taken up for Impoſtors, and carried 
to the Houle of Correction, and whipp'd, before 
we can make ourſelves known, or they'll believe 
who we are. | 

Cor. I hope I ſhall bring all Things about as I 
would have them. 

Beat. I can't foreſee it. In what Confuſion have 
you wrap'd yourſelf ! 

Cor. O, none at all. I'll proceed regularly. 
You know I agreed to be a Servant in Mr. Oldiſb's 
Houſe. I have told Alicia that I am gone to fetch 
my Cloaths and other Neceſſaries. 

Beat. This I know. 

Cor. And afterwards ſent a Meſſenger to ask 
Leave, that I might ſtay with Mother Chriſtian, who 
recommended me to her, ſhe being very ill. 

Beat. I proteſt you invent Things that I could 
never have thought on. 

Cor. I have already ingratiated myſelf into Ali- 
cia's good Opinon, and the has confeſs'd her Love 
to me for Mr. Loveleſs; and Mr. Oldiſb has ſince 
enquir'd of ſome Friends, who came lately from 
London, to be more certainly inform'd of his Cha- 

| racter, 
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rater, and all is ſufficiently contradifted: And 
now her Father is fo well ſatisfied again, that he 
reſolves a Treaty of Marriage ſhall be immediately 
ſer on foot. 

Beat. This is bad News indeed. 

Cor. And what's worſe, ſhe told me her ſelf ſhe 
wonld pretend to go to St. Mary's Church, but 
really intends to viſit Mr. Loveleſs, at the Widow 
F ifhit's Houſe. 

Beat. But what have you done with the Maid 
Betty, who gave you her Miſtreſs's Letter? 

Cor. That coſt me a great deal of Pains ; but 
Alicia will take her for a Fool, and Mr. Lovele/s 
will ſwear he never had the Letter. 

Beat. Where will this end? 

Cor. You'll know one Time or other. 


Enter Loveleſs and Prate. 


Love. Mr. Feignwell, your Servant. | 

Cor. I beg your Pardon for a Moment, Sir; I'll 
juſt ſpeak ro my Man, and wait on you. 

| [ Whiſper Beat. 

Prate. Do I ſee, or do I not fee, meer Conju- 
ration! It muſt be the Devil, Sir. Now 
would I ſwear by all the Saints in the Legend, 
that Mr. Feignwell, whom we ſee here, is Alicia's 
Maid, whom we ſaw at Mr. Oldiſb's; but that's 
impoſſible, Sir. | 

Love. Tis a Miracle in Nature, to ſee two Faces 
ſo alike. 

Beat. I dare not undertake it. 

Cor. What do you fear, when I am at the 


Helm ? 


Beat. Well, Madam, I'll venture for your Sake 
once more; but 'tis impoſſible I ſhould eſcape 


thus for ever; and if they do catch me, why, 
Madam, they'll | 
Cor. Go, 
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Cor. Go, go, do what you're order'd. 
[ Exit Beat. 

Love. You've been ſo little at home fince you 
came, or elſe I ſhould have troubVd you more 
with my Company. 

Cor. You expreſs ſo much Friendſhip, that I 
ſhall be ro blame to conccal the Reaſon of my 
Abſence. | 

Love. You need not conceal any Thing from 
me. 

Cor. Tho? I am bur juſt come to Oxford, yet I 
have loſt my Freedom. 

Love. W hat, in Love, my dear Friend! Or is it 
an en paſſant View of ſome Beauty, that has gayly 
warm'd, but not inflam'd your Heart ? 

Cor. I went to St. Mary's Church, and there ir 
was I ſaw a Woman ſo divinely fair, genteel and 
airy, that between ſeeing and adoring her, there 
was not a Moment's Space : She ſtruck me with 
ſuch Light'ning from her Eyes, Amazement ſeiz'd 
me; I knew not what I thought, nor what I did: 
I remain'd a Statue till ſhe left the Place. 

Love. So then, you're deeply in Love. 

Cor. So much, ſhe's never abſent: She purſues 
my very Soul, and tortures me where'er I go. 
But I hope your Friendſhip, and ſome Encourage- 
ment ſhe gave me by her Smiles, will mitigate 
my Pain. 

Love. O, you ſhould court every Woman you 

— you ſaid to the laſt, when ano- 
ther appears, and let your Paſſion laſt no longer 
than the Object is in View. — Beauty is the ſame 
in every Shape; therefore 'tis but Juſtice to ad- 
mire all who are Miſtreſſes of it. What a phleg- 
matic Creature muſt that be, who entertains one 
Woman with his Love. for another? Beſides, 
how rude and ungentleman-like is it not to ſay 


fine Things, where they are both merited and ex- 
pected ? 


8 
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pected? O Nature, how art thou abus'd ! Out 
upon the Knavery and Folly of Mankind, who 
could contrive ſuch a Piece of Miſchief to their 
own Prejudice, as to make it a Crime to think o 
more than one. £1 

Cor. Why then you love none in Reality? 

Love. Yes, love 'em all. | 

Cor. Wretched Vanity! Why do Men make 
Children's Play of Love, take ir up for an Hour, 
and throw it away again. Preſerve and cheriſh it, 
it is a Treaſure. | | 

Love. If Love be a Treaſure, can a Man be too 
rich? Why not a generous Search then into every 
beauteous Mine, to find it? 

Cor. Meer Folly and Madneſs. When once 
poſſeſs'd of Love, why do we ſearch a- new, when 
every Pleaſure's the ſame ? , 

Love. You argue like a Stoic, who denies the 
Freedom of the Senſes. Bur I have a Favour 
to beg of you; that is, your Apartment to receive 
a Viſit from a Lady. It's fo near the Door, my 
dear Friend, ſne may come and go without any 
Body's ſeeing her. | 

Cor. My Apartment is at your Service. 

Love. I am entirely oblig'd to you for the Fa- 
vour. Hark'e, pr'ythee, Feignwell, don't wear 
that melancholic Air; look in the Glaſs, you'll 
find it don't become you: Forget, and love a- 
new; when you have once paſs'd the firſt, you'll 
ſoon forget the next twenty. 

Cor, Well, I'll try to follow your Advice. 

Love. If you don't, 'twill look as if you doubt. 
ed my Friendſhip. My Sword, my Life and For- 
rune are yours. 

Cor. I ſhall depend upon your Aſſiſtance, if any 
thing extraordinary ſhould happen, on the Ac- 
count of the Lady I tell you of. 


Love. You 
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Love. You have my Hand and Heart. [Embrace] 
I-don't know how ſoon the Lady I expe may be 
here. ES FL EE. Ii p "> 4 Þ 1 r 

Cor. Therefore I'll take my Leave of you; and 
may you have all the Happineſs I wiſh 8 N 

Love, What Pleaſure does the roving Tur! find! 
For tho' a while ſome ſovereign Beauty reigns, 
Makes him her Captive, yet he ſoon regains . 
His native Liberty, and drops his Chains. 

By a new Choice does his paſs'd Pains remove, 
And freely ranges the fair Field of Love. ._ 


[Excunt, 
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ACT III. SCENE J. 


SCENE rhe Widow's Summen. 


Euter Laly and Lacy. 


Eaſy. Sobelle i in Love with the old Fellow! "fig 3 
a Trick to banter my Maſter. Why Time 
— a Non-Suit againſt him, and heey's 1 
ty in Nature to — him; Its a dread- 
ful thing, Child, to ſue in Cupid's Court in form 
Pauperis, he'll have bur little Relief z and if he 
marries her, the leaſt he can expect will be a De- 


cree of Cuckoldom againſt him. Is Touchwood * 


better than ſound Oak ? — Why, what the Devil, 
has ſhe no natural Underſtanding ?---Prithee Lucy 
tell me, does ſhe really lixe che Father better than 


the Son? 
Luc. Why troth, E can Appea- 
rance: She Ne a 0 only judge by = 


tains him in — * winks and pinks at her, 


and makes Preſents,, and ſhe +a them, and 


heaps ſo many Favours upon him, that really---- 1 
I don't know what to, to, to- -think on't, if it 
ben't Love. And you know how ſhe uſes your | 
Maſter. 

Eaſy. When will he be here? 

Luc. She expects him every Minute, I believe; 
bur don't tell any Body. 

Eaſy. No, no, no Body but my Maſter. 

Luc. Your Maſter! What a babling Fool arc 
you he's the laſt that ſhould be inform'd of it: 

ut I can't forbear telling you every thing I know. 

Eaſy. Don't trouble your ſelf about that. But 
you have another Secret I want to be let into. 5 

uc. 
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Lac. What's that? 1 

ü _ #e(5, You know well enough. I ha'n't put the 
I, Queſtion ſo often, but you muſt remember. * 

Luc. I ſhan't truſt you, without Perſonal Secy- 


ww We have no more Occaſion for a Parſon, 

than a Lawyer. What ſignifies giving an unne- 

= cefſary Trouble? There are neither Lands nor Te- 

gnements in the Cale, to occaſion a Diſpute about 

Tis |} Legitimacy; beſides, the firſt Day in Matrimony, 

me is uſvally the laſt in Love; and | have more Re- 

e's = ſpec for yau than to give you the leaſt Opportu- 
ad- nity to hate me. 1 

me ac. Pſha, you're Impudent. Be ſure you ſay 


he 4 nothing. 

De- Eaſy. Well, PN do my Endeavour. Death, here 
od comes the old Gentleman. I muſt walk off, or 
vil, I chall be well Can d. 5 I Exit. 
ex 5 


Old. What makes you Laugh, Lucy? 
Luc. Only to ſee 2 E frighten'd. 
Old. Why, what has the Rogue to do here? I'll 
cudgel the Dog's Hide for him. 
| Luc. No, no, he's a neceſſary Inſtrument to be 
plaid upon; for Jſabella is {till io weak as to be in 
| ove with your Son: But I think I have contriy d 
it ſo, as to make her Paſhon betray her. 
Old. As how? Good Lacy. . 
L. Why I'll cell * Tho! the ſeems Angry 
with him, vet the {till retains a Paſſion for him ; 
therefore you muſt know, I have told her you re- 
arc ſolve ro diſinherit him, and turn him out of Doors, 
it: if he continue to be your Rival: Upon which ſhe 
OW. defir'd me to contrive matters that ſhe might ſec 
But you in private, without his knowing it, and then 
Ke hopes to perſuade you to the contrary. 
Luc. D 2 Old. 
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Jabella; which muſt e 


Old. What can you expect from this, Lacy? 
Luc. Advantage enough, I'll warrant you. I told 
Eaſy, before you came, that Hſabella was to receive 
you in private, and that ſhe had a great Reſpect 
for you; that ſhe hated his Maſter; and his ſeeing 


you confirms all this. What I would have him 


tell, I beg of him to conceal; and, as a Proof of 


his babling, you'll ſee him bring your Son'imme- 


diately, to ſatisfy him you are receiv'd privately b 
nrage him yet more 2 
her. | e 7 4 
Old. Right, right, Lacy, to 4 Hair's breadth. 
Luc. Oh, here they come. Take no notice of 


em, but follow me into Jabella's Chamber. [ Exe. 


Enter Charles and Eaſy. = 
Fo Beh. There he is, there. What think you now, 
ir! x 


Charl. I am convinc'd. 


© Re-enter Lucy. 


Luc. Sir, how came you hither? 


Charl. I mutt fee Jſabella once more. 

Luc. I have Orders to the contrary, Sir. 

Char]. How can ſhe be fo baſe. But no 
matter, I'Il ſtay till her Lover's gone. 

Luc. What Lover, Sir? 

Charl. Why, my Father. 


Luc. Youſurprizeme. ¶ Shakes her Head at Eaſy, 


and holds up her Hand, - when he offers 1 
Eaſy. I ſhould have betray'd my Maſter, if I had 
conceaPd any thing. 
* 271 What has your babling Tongue told 
im? | 
Eaſy. The private Meeting. 
* Carl. 
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Id Charl. Yes, did not I ſee you and my Father go 
" privatel into to. Iſabella's Charaber, ny ſee her too 
4 receive him at the Door? 

8 Eaſy. What ſay 9 now? 

— . Why, I, ee dj a Hurd d. 
of | Eaſy. Contuſion N arable. How 
5 like a Thief you look, = the found upon 
i 90 Char. T'll go and upbraid em, tho' it be my 


Ruin. O, here ſhe comes. 
of Enter Iabella. Lucy meets ber, and ſbe turns back. 


* How! Madam, do you leave me, without en 
= tome? 
Lacy. She's in haſte, my Lady wants her. 
„ » Mak. It can't be any Concern to you, you did 
not look for me. 

Char. If I had, I find how I ſhould have been 
receiv'd. No, Madam, I came to wait on my 
Father. Have you ſeen him? | 

ab. No, Sir. 
Char. Why do you ſeem ſurpriz d; ? What makes 
you colour, Madam? 
s. Juſt Indignation. 
Charl. Then my Father has not paid you a Vis t 


juſt now? 
Jab. If you had let him receive my Letter, he 
might. n 


Charl. It was for him then? 
Iſab. Ves, who ſhould it be for? Lucy ought 
to have concealed nothing from you. 
Luc. Your Mother will hear you, Madam, if 
you ſpeak ſo loud. 
{/ab. Well, all is to no purpoſe. 
| (Coins, Charles FA ber. 
rl. _ Charl. Madam, ſhall 1 avour of you? You 
know I admire your — and NET wel you 
Can 


= Pang TI — 
x. = - r ſh — * 
2 . — 


i ——c * r 


1 


1 


223K%«“y)ů 44 - > 


38 "Tis Well if it Takes. 
can better ſpeak on my behalf to Her, than an 
Body elſe, it will obli | the. | * 4 
1/ab. My Mother! Very pretty. Yes, Sir, Any 
[Exit 


have choſe a proper Advocate. 


it. 
Ea). Sir, you have done it nitely: Luc told 
you, you could not teaze her better, than to let 
er know your Affection for het Mother: You 
ſee how it diſturbs her. 
Luc. J have us'd all my Endeayouts to diſſuade 
her from thinking on your Father, but to no 
poſe ; ſhe receives his Addreſſes, and gives him 


that Encouragement which I ſhould think is due 
to you on 


Charl. Pl be reveng'd on her. 
Luc. I can ſerve you with her Mother. The 


Wealth, the Fortune ſhe commands, I think, might 


ballance the Trifles that her Daughter poſſeſſes. 
Eaſy. Ay, Sir, marry her To-night, if you can. 
, Cone. Oh, 1/abella, how could you betray me 
thus: | 
Luc. Conſider, ſhe thinks no more of you. Let 
her Inconſtancy be paid with Scorn. 
Cha#1. Yes, I will forget her. But here's her 
Mother. 


Enter Lady Wiſhit, prinking ber ſelf. 


Miß. How lovely the dear Creature appears. I | 
muſt have him; I can hardly contain my ſelf: The 

very Look of him fo charms me.- J hope, | 

_ "worthy Sir, I don't diſturb you. : 

Charl. No, Madam, I was retiring, that I might 


not offend 3 
Wiſh. O la, 


Charl. 


offend me! It's impoffible you ſhould | 
do any thing to offend me; I am pleas'd I have | 
ſuch Friends. Widows are never without ſome | 
Affliction; and Cotnfort, I can affure you, is more 
welcome from you than any Body. 


1 
n 
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Chart. 1 proteft, Madam, I am far frqm bein, 
in a Capacity of giving Comfort to the AMicted 
Affliction with AfﬀiCtion, makes but melancholick 
Converſation. 5 
 #/ſh. Let me entreat you to cheer up your Spi- 
rits, I can ſtifle my own Grief ta adminifter t 
leaſt Cordial to yours; for ] aſſure you I always 
loy'd you as well, nay better than a gon, N 

Luc. Bleſs me, what aus here! Why now, 
Sir, you have broke with 7fabe{la, tis caly to re- 
pair the Loſs. He may find in your Family a bet- 
ter Match. Come, Madam, I muſt be a little 
free, and ſpeak my Mind: Tis your Daughter 
has play'd him a Coquettifh Trick; you're in a 
marriageable Condition, and 

Wiſh. You're a Fool, Madam. 

Luc. Fool or no Fool, don't I know both, your 
Minds, and that there is nothing wanting, but to 
diſcaver your Affections to onè another. As for 
him, I know that he eagerly deſires this Union, 
and tis 2 he loves, and you- — 

Charl. Baſe, ungrateful Iſabella“ | 

Wiſh. You ſee he ftill thinks on my Daughter. 

Charl. I think of her! Can you believe me that 
low-ſpirited Fool; fo baſe, fo mean! — 

Luc. No, that's wronging of him. 

Charl. Never was Paſſion comparable to that 
pure Flame with which I ador'd //aþe!/a — and 
now you ſee how ſhe diſdains me. 


« We 


Wiſh. Youth, Sir, is all Light, they don't 
know what Love is, ſo young.—Abour Thirty, 


that's to ſay my Age, is the only Time; when 
one's free from the Thought of Variety and Amule- 
ment, and conſiders what's proper and reaſonable : 
That, that is the Age of Happineſs; and if a Hear: 
be gain'd then, 'tis your own for ever. 

Charl. Who would have thought this of //abel/: , 
cruel 7/abella, baſe Jſabella, inconſtant T7/abel!a, 
[ſabella that———— D 4 Wiſh. 
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Wiſh. Heyday, what, nothing but J1/abella ? 
Cruel, baſe,” 8 and a abella, 1/abella! 

Charl. Ay, Madam, and all the Juſtice in the 
World. Can I do leſs than pour out all my In- 
dignation againft ſo falſe an Infidel? To ſuch a | 
Height my Anger is grown, that I could tear my 
Heart in Pieces, to == her out of every Vein, 


and leave no Thought of her bchind me. 


Luc. Bravely re WY 
Wiſh. There's ſome Hopes of a Recovery, when 
ou are truly ſenſible of your Weakneſs. And as the 
Malady was gotten in my Houſc, I ſhould be proud 


of lending you my own kind Hand, towards the 


com a”; of your Cure. | p 
Charl. Was there ever any thing in the World 
ſo black as to match her Perfidy. After ſo many 


tender Aſſurances of Love, | tbe Widow frets] and 


the like Returns on her fide ? Madam, you'll ob- 
lige me not to mention her Name any more. 

Hiſh. Sir, you talk to me of her your ſelf. — 
Lard, Lard! 

Charl. Theſe---theſe are the Rooms, the Walks, 
the Gardens, the Bowers where this perfidious 
Jabella promis'd me her Love. But, Madam, that 
you may ſee how much I deſire to forget her, I'll 
never come where any Thing may put me in mind 
of her, as all Things do here. Your humble Ser- 
vant. | Exit with Eaſy. 

Wiſh. Ah, Lucy, do'ſt thou ſee I may flatter my 
ſelf as much as I pleaſe, but I ſhall find it a very 
difficult Piece of Work to root out this //abella 
from his Heart. | | 

Luc. Not ſo difficult as you think. Get her 
but once planted in Mr. Oldiſb's Arms, and he'll 
ſoon ſlight her, when his Father has gather'd the 
Fruit he longs for. 

Wiſh. Nay, truly, that may do ſomething ; but 
what Fruit ſhall I gather when I have planted 

him 
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him in mine? BY his cold Treatment of me, I 
fear I ſhall only find him like a Southern Plant 
tranſlated to a Northern Soil. . 
Luc. No, no, you don't know what Time and 
your Endearments may 12 Marry him firſt, 
and never fear what will follow. If the Warmth 
of his Affections ſhould not come on ſo forward 
nor ſo faſt as you wou'd deſire em, however when 
you have Poſſeſſion of his Perſon, you may make 
Shift to tarry for his Heart a little longer. 
Wiſh. Well, let what will come of it, I muſt 
and will have him; and ſo dear Lucy 
Luc. Madam, ne'er fear my Endeayours. | 
[ Exennt. 


SCENE Corinna's Apartment. 8 


Enter Alicia mask'd. 
Alic. This muſt be the Apartment certainly: 
Enter Loveleſs and Prate 


My Loveleſs / [ Takes off her Mask. 


Love. My charming Alicia! | Kiſſes ber Hand. 
So mounts the riſing Sun, and as he moves, 
Cheers up the ſickly Morn, and tunes the Groves; 
On every Bough a Choir. 

Alic. No Raptures, Mr. Loveleſs. Leſs of the 
Courtier, and more of the ſincere Lover. 

Prate. Alas, poor Lady, you are come to the 
wrong Perſon foe a ſincere Lover. I don't be- 
lieve he ever knew what it was, he renounc'd it 
ſo young. | A/ide.] Madam, I can ſwear for my 
Maſter's Sincerity, and I hope you don't doubt 
mine. Ah, Madam, could you but ſee how 
melancholick he mopes about, and fighs when he 
is alone ; but now he is as pert as an unhooded 
Hawk. He's yours, Madam, he's yours, and will 
be yours to the End of a — of an 


Hour. [ Aſido. 
Love. Don't 
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Love. Don't be impertinent, Raſcal. 

Prate. He knows 1 lye when I talk of his Since- 
rity, and can't abide to hear of it; poor tender- 


conſcienc'd Gentleman. LAſide. 
% _ May I now hope my Happineſs draws 
nig 


Alic. That lies not in my Power to anſwer; you 
know I have a Father, and whenever he com- 
mands—— | | 

Love. Nay, Madam, let me hope I ſhall not 
owe ſo divine a Poſſeſſion wholly to a Father's 
2 ſure you have ſomething in your own Diſ- 

al. 9 
Alic. You ſee I have: No Father ſent me hi- 
ther: This Viſit's all my own. 

Love. O Madam, all that the World has in it 
worth a Wiſh, you only can beſtow. 

Prate. I wonder what ſhe'll have left to give 
him, that he'll think worth wiſhing for, after he 
has tumbled a clean Pair of Sheets with her. 


[ Zfede. 
Euter Beatrice as a Lady, half mast d. Alicia masks. 


Beat. My wand'ring Steps at laſt have led me 
to this Infidel. Do'ſt thou not tiemble, trea- 
cherous Man, to fee me ? | 
Alic. Good Heav'n, what's this I hear? 

Love. You are deceiv'd; this 4partment be- 
7 to my Friend Feignwell, whom I ſuppoſe you 
eck. 

Beat. No, baſe Loveleſs, you, and you alone, 
are the vile Wretch I ſeek. Can the black Rifler 
of my Virgin Innocence, add the new Impudence 
ro all his Treaſons, as to deny he knows me? O 
where ſhall injur'd Women ſeek Relief! 
Have I for this abandon'd Father, Friends and all 


my Kindred! O that deluding Face, that 9 
| is 


tempt an Angel to a ſecond Fall. 
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His falſe Sighs, und broken Oaths haye ruin'd me 


for ever. 


Alic. So far as I can find, this Lady has a more 
ancient Title to you than I have. | 

Love. Thou moſt audacious Woman : There's 
ſomething ſo rank in this Conſpiracy, that no Body 
ſhall tir till I have unravell'd the whole Myſtery. 

I don't remember | ever ſaw the Creature, or ſpoke 
to her in all my Life. 

Heat. No, moſt perfidious Man, he that can act 
ſuch Villanies, can't want a harden'd Forehead to 
deny em. 

Love. This is ſo monſtrous —— 

Beat. Alas, this Barbarian, Madam, may have 
ſome ſuch Deſign againſt your Honour roo. O 
Madam, have a Care; he has a Tgngue would 

No, let my 

Shipwreck, a poor Virgin's Ruin, ſtand a Sca- 
Mark, to warn you of the Rock whereon I was 
loft. 

Love. All Trick, Cheat, Villany. 
Beat. Nay, don't lay Hold on me, for if 

do, my Cries ſhall raiſe the Houſe, raiſe the whole 
City. Yes, infamous Man, I'll make the World 


ring of you. 
Enter Widow Wiſhit. 


Miß. What Diſturbance is this? 

Love. Diſturbance ! Never was Man fo abus'd. 
2 outragious Woman certainly is got looſe from 
Hell. | 

 #/ifh. Looſe or unlooſe, I'll have neither Wo- 
man nor Outrage in my Houſe. Mr. Loveleſs, 
how can you treat me fo barbarouſly ? 

Alic. I'll leave them to end the Diſpute, and 
if I can but get home. | Going. ] My Father! I'm 
ruin'd, y 

Beat. Now 
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Beat. Now ſteal but off, and all's ſafe: [ Exit. 
Enter Mr. Oldiſh. 


Wiſh. Mr. Oldiſh, I'm glad you are come; but 
don't be ſurpriz d to find me in a Gentleman's Cham- 
ber; I came to rebuke him; and you are happily 
come to join your Authority with mine. Look'e, 
Mr. Loveleſs, to bring Gypſies and light Huſſeys 
under my Roof, I tell you, Sir, is not honourable, 
nor fair, nor honeſt. A Woman of my Birth, and 
Breeding, and Figure in the World, to have a 
Scandal rhrown upon my Houſe! No, Sir, I'll 
have no ſuch Doings. Provide your ſelf another 
Lodging, where thoſe Libertics will be allow'd 
you; there may be thoſe whoſe Honour is not 
ſo nice, nor Reputation ſo tender as mine, that 
may wink at theſe Irregularities, but I ſhall never 
ſuffer it, and ſo once more provide your ſelf. 

Old. Nay, Madam, now you are too paſſionate z 
let Matters be examin'd: Why he's a Perſon de- 
ſign'd for an Alliance in my Family, and I would 
not have him condemn'd unheard: He may be 
guilty perhaps, and he may not: Tis not the firſt 
time that an honeſt Gentleman has been abus'd and 
wrong'd, eſpecially by the Gill-flirts of this Age. 

Love. You do me Juſtice, Sir, for never was a 
Gentleman ſo atrack'd with ſuch Lies and Impu- 
dence, by a Creature that broke in here in the 
Shape of a Woman. 

Prate. Woman! No, Sir, Fury. | 

Love. Now, Sir, you ſhall judge your ſelf, you 
ſhall hear this —— Why, Sirrah, where is the 
Monſter ? [ Looking about. 

Prate. Where? Why ſhe's gone, Sir. | 

Love. Gone! 

Prate. Ay, gone, Sir. 

Love. This is unfortunate. Why, Raſcal, did 
not you take care and ſtop her? Prate. 
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Prate. Stop her! —— Stop her Throat! A foul 

mouth'd Beaſt, to abuſe my Innocent Maſter. . 
Lov. This is the unhappieſt Accident. Eſcap'd ! 

Fled from Juſtice ! Rogue, I could hang thee for her. 
Prate. If you do, Sir, you'll get no Credit by 


it. Alas, Sir, I an't worth hanging. 


Old. It is not proper to ſhew my Reſentment at 
what has happen'd, now. [ 4/ide.] Never give your 
ſelf this Trouble; her Flight is an Argument of 


her Guilt, and Iam inclin'd to think you Innocent. 


Lov. I thank you, worthy Sir. 

O1d. But what's this Creature? 

Prate. That, Sir? The pooreſt harmleſs thing. 
Lord, Sir, had you but fn her, when rother 
roaring Brute pour'd in upon us; it ſtood, I war- 
rant you, as mute, and look'd as fimply—— 

Old. Well, Woman, I have no leiſure to argue 
Matters with you, only let me tell you, this Gen- 
tleman is to marry my Daughter; and if ever I 
catch you here again, I'll ſend you to the Houſe 
of Correttion. T have ſome Buſineſs with you, 
Mr. Loveleſs ; pray let me ſee you; I'll bid you 
adieu at preſent And for this Creature, I'll 
take her along with me. os 

Alic. Take me with him! [ Hide. 

Old. And turn her our into the Street. 

Alic. Bleſt Deliverance! 

Old. And ſo come along, Miſtreſs, and thank 
Heaven you are fallen into the Hands of Mercy. 

[Ex. Old. and Alic. 

Lov. Follow me, Prate; I mult ſee that ſhe gets 
ſafe home. ¶ Aſide.] Madam, your Servant; I hope 
I ſhall recover your Favour again. | 

Wiſh. As you deſerve it. | 

Prate. Miſchief, like Hail, falls thick on every 


o 


fide | 
We've found a Miſtreſs, but we've loſt a 
Bride, 4 [ Exeunt. 
ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE J. 


SCENE Oli: Houſe. 


Enter Corinna as Maria. 


Aci ſtays a great while; I'm in Pain to know 
how Beamte ſucceeded, and what Effect it 
has had upon them. 


Enter Alicia much diforder'd. 


You ſeem difturb'd, Madam. 

lic. Pa autof.m> Senſes ! Who would ever 
think there could be ſuch Guilt and Falſhood on 
Earth, as I have diſcover'd? O my too credulous 
Heart! — — can be more vile than a 


falſe, cringing, Iying, attering, deceitful Man. 


Cor. Pray mayn't I know the Occaſion of this | 
Diſorder ? ; 
Alic. Villanous Traytor ! It makes me mad 
when I but think how he has decerv'd me! Lur'd 
me to the very Brink of Ruin; had not kind | 
Fortune on the ſudden imerpos d, I had been 
chain'd to Miſery for Life. 
Cor. You may confide in me, Madam. 
Alic. Loveleſs, that Monſter, has kill'd me with 
— cruel Uſage. —— © I could rave and be 
my Groth curſe him for being falſe, my ſelf for 
redulity, and all Mankind for being like 


1 Then I ſuppoſe you find all that was told 
yon to be true, tho' you were angry, and after- 
ward convine'd to the contrary, yet I did not doubt 
the Character Mother Chriſtian gave of him. She 


15 
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is 2 very pious Woman, and would not tcll a 
Lye. (3 
Ali I am diſtracted with the Thoughts of it. 
When I came to his Apartment, fond Fool as 1 
was, to be infatuated with his lewd tempting 
Tongue, an impudent Woman came to look for 
him. What Scandal had I like to have fallen 
under! For had I loſt my Reputation, I had been 
undone for ever. | 
Cor. I ſuppoſe ſome old caſt Miſtreſs. 
Alic. Villain, Villain, Villain, falſe Villain! 
Cor. Indeed, Madam, I think your Reſentment's 


1 I am fo plainly ſatisfied that twould 
be a Crime to doubt of his Falſhood, I'll never 
ſee him more; and may he wed one as wicked 
and inconſtant as himſelf; if fuch a curſed Ficnd 
there be on Earth. | 

Cor. Indeed, Madam, were I in your Condition, 
a Lady of Beauty and Fortune, I ſhould not put 
up ſuch baſe Afﬀfronts, 


Enter Beatrice in Corinna's Mens Cloaths. 


Beat. I hope you'll pardon the Rudeneſs, ſince 
your Houle en'd to be the only Sanctuary 1 
could take on this ſudden Occaſion. I had che 
Misfortune to quarrel with a Gentleman in the 
Street, whom 1 wounded ; and being purſu'd, 1 
2 into your Houſe, there being no other Means 
to eſcape. | | 

Alic. Y ou have the Appearance of aGentleman, 
and I ſhall be glad to — you ; therefore don't 
waſte your Time in excuſing your ſelf. ———— 
Maria, conduct the Gentleman out at the Back- 
Gate, thro' the Garden; and at your Return, 
you'll find me an my Cloſet; thither I'U _— 
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and fludy, if poſſible, to ſhake off the Remem- 
brance of this ungrateful Man. [ Exit. 
- Beat. Every thing has fallen out to your ut- 
moſt Deſire. Mr. Loveleſs ſaw me come in, and 
his Curioſity will certainly oblige him to follow 
Cor. You are certain, Girl, he ſaw thee enter 
the Houſe ? 

Beat. Ay, and as certain that he took me for 
you. For, as I hurried by him in the Street, caſti 
a ſudden Eye upon me, and deceiv'd by my Dreſs 
he paid me the Civility of an Acquaintance, and 
I return'd him the like: Not that he ſpoke to me, 
— — had more Manners than to ſtop me in ſuch 
Haſte. | 

Cor. Wonderfully well perform'd thus far. We'll 
juſt flip into the Summer-Houſe, at the Back- 
Garden Gate, and there I'll borrow a little of thy 
Mantling, and finiſh the laſt Part of the Plot my 
ſelf. And ſo come along.  [Exeunt. 


Enter Loveleſs and Prate. 


Viſitant. 
Stranger in Oxford, —— not long enough in 
Town to contract an Acquaintance with either of 
'em; or if he had, I ſhould have known of it. 
He lodges the whole Secrets of his Soul in my 
Boſom, even to the diſcloſing his new Paſſion for 
the Lady he ſaw at St. Mary's. 'Sdeath, 
what if that Lady ſhou'd be my Alicia now! And 
this ſtolen Viſit made to her! —— It muſt be fo, 
it can be elſe. O Truth, dear Truth, 

what wou' d my Suſpicion give to find thee out.---- 
There's a Satisfaction in diſcovering what is a 
Torment 


= "If * n 


Love. What brings Feignwell here? I faw him 
Real into the Houſe, not like an over-honourable 


He can have no Bugneſs with |: 
Mr. Oldiſh, nor his Son Charles, being a meer | 


ps — 


F 
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Torment when diſcover'd ; and I ſhould he pleas'd 
to find her falſe, tho' I curs'd her for being ſo 


But s't, yonder's the Boy that waits upon her; 


I'll ſift the young Rogue; the little Babler will 
tell all he knows, — perhaps it may lye in his 
Power to give me ſome Light. 
Euter Boy. 

Boy. Dear Mr. Loveleſi, it does my Heart good 
every Time I ſee you, you are always ſo kind. 

Love. I can neverbe kind enough. | Gives Money. 

Boy. O Lord, Sir, you make me bluſh, to fee 
how you heap your golden Favours upon me. 
Well, you come to ſee my Miſtreſs now. 

Love. If ſhe has no other Viſiters. 

Boy. Had ſhe a Hundred, I know ſhe'd diſen- 
gage her (elf from 'em all for her dear Loveleſs. 

Love. I think I ſaw a young Gentleman enter, 
perhaps he may be a Relation. 

Boy. A young Gentleman ? 

Love. Ay. — Did'ſt thou ſee him? 

Boy. I did: And the handſomeſt, ſweeteſt Gentle- 
man, methought, that ever I ſaw in my Life; 


except your dear ſelf, my Maſter that mutt be. 


know who he came to ſpeak with? 


Love. Go, you're a Wheedler. Did you 

Boy. No, I proteſt: I but juſt ſaw him. 

Love. Perhaps he came to ſee thy old Maſter ? 

Boy. O no, Sir.---= The old Gentleman never 
receives Viſits in his Hours of private Devotion. 

Love. Is thy young Maſter at home ? 

Boy. He, Sir! Alas, he's out upon the Ramble as 
you were. He's in Love, Sir, and we don't ex- 
pect him till Midnight. 

Love. And where's thy Miſtreſs ? 

Boy. She's in her Cloſer. 

Love. Perhaps ſhe's at her Devotion too ? 

Boy. Why, truly, that may be; for ſhe prays 


heartily for you. 
+ Love. I'll 
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Love. T'll go yiſit her, if thou think'ſt I ſhall 
not diſturb her Devotion. 

Boy. What it you do; 'tis but beginning a- 
gain, next Time, where ſhe leaves off now, and 
no Harm done. But cry you Mercy, Sir, I hin- 
der your Devotion; you are going to my Miſtreſs, 
and fo------- your humble Servant, Sir. [ Exit. 
| Enter Corinna as Feignwell. 

Love. Who's there? 

Cor. Is not this Loveleſs / 

Love. Feignwell / 

Cor. Yes, 'tis I, my Friend. 

Love. W hat------ in this Houſc ! 

Cor. Yes, for the Lady I told you I firſt ſaw at 
St. Mary's, and fell in Love with, 1s Alicia, a 
Daughter of this Family.------ But pray, Sir, are 
you acquainted here? | 

Love. A little with the Lady's Brother. I came 
to make him a Viſit, but it is not my good For- 
tune to find him at home. 

Cor. O no, Sir.----- The Brother's abroad, and 
the Father at his Devotion; this was the lucky 
Hour 

Love. To pay your Devotion to the Daughter. 

Cor. Right, Sir! ----- O tis a charming Crea- 
ture ! 

Love. And you are juſt now come from her ? 

Cor. Can you doubt it, when you ſee Joy tri- 
umph in my Face? ------ But, Sir, as you're m 
worthy Friend, I hope you'll excuſe me; I mui 
be tender of a Lady's Honour, and fo I'll ſtep out 
at the Back-Door, and get off undiſcover'd; not 
but I'll give you the whole Hiſtory of my Hap- 
pineſs, when I ſee you at my Lodgings. [Exit. 

Love. Here's Proof with a Vengeance! -- 
Feignwell my Rival! ---- My Friend too! — Not 
that I can reſent it from him, becauſe he did not 
know I courted her. W hat would this have _ 

ter 
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after Marriage! But fee, yonder ſhe comes. 
Good Heav'ns, have all Women taſted of the 
forbidden Fruit, that thus they deceive! How 
fair ſhe looks; a very Saint in Countenance, and 
yet within a Devil. 
| Enter Alicia. 
Prate. Now the Paſtime begins.--- How like 


two Game-Cocks in a Pit they march ſtately, car- 


ry their Heads bolt up-right, whet their angry 
Beaks, and bid Defiance. They advance. ---- 
What Flames of Fury, Death and Vengeance 
they dart at each other. I durſt venture all I have 


upon the Cock in Petty-coats z it's ten to one 
but ſhe'll have the firſt and laſt Blow. 


Alic. You have the largeſt Stock of Aſſurance, 


I ever law. 


Love. I am pretty well furniſh'd. 
Alic. A compleat Libertine; and ſo harden'd.--- 
Love. That nothing but your Ladyſhip can ex- 


cel me. 


K 
1 
3 


Heels. 


Alic. How ! 
Love. Even fo. 
Prate. They both point true, and have ſharp 


Alic. Compariſons are odious, 

Love. Not when they are properly made. 

Alic. T hope there's none between us. 

Love. There may be a ſeeming one on my fide, 

but you are painted in the ſtrongeſt Light. 

Alic. Not ſo ſtrong, but you'll prove the moſt 
onſpicuous Figure in the Groope. 

Love. O, © rn all muſt go back, and look 
aint, when you appear. There are no bold Strokes 
anting to bring you forward. 

Alic. You may ſhadow your Deformities, and 
ouch *em with as much Art and Deception as 
ou pleaſe; but it will be impoſſible to Sfren or 


ide em. 
E 2 Love. Falſe- 
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Love. Falſly recriminating is a weak Excuſe, 
but it mult ſerve, when you can find no other. 

Alic. Falſly recriminating ! — lam a- 
maz'd you dare look me in the Face, , after the 
Affront I recciv'd to Day in your Apartment! 

Prate. That is a ſtabbing Stroke. 

Love. Truth and Innocence dare all things; 'tis 
— Guilt that hangs its Head, and hides its coward 

ace. 

Prate. Well wheel'd, to gain Breath; but that 
Feint won't do, ſhe'll ſoon be up with him. 

Alic. Then you attempt to jullify and varniſh 
o'er your Falſhood, ungrateful as you are? 

Prate. Boldly ſtruck, faith. 

Love. O we'll never diſagree about that, Ma- 
dam; when my Falſhood and your Inconſtancy 
are ſo well match'd. 

Alic. My Inconſtancy ! 

Love. Ves, your Inconſtancy. 

Alic. Audacious ! 

Love. Tho' the fair injur'd Lady that paid me 
a Viſit in my Chamber to Day, fell foul upon me, 
and rattled me with flaſhing Fury and thundering 
Reſentment, I hope the agreeable Gentleman that 
made you a Viſit bet juſt now in yours, treated 
you with more Love and 'Tendernets. 

Alic. Viſit ! What Viſit! What Gentleman!“ 
Is the Man diſtracted ? | | 

Love. Not fo very far gone neither, Madam, 
but my Senſes arc in ſound Hcalth. I both faw 


and ſpoke to him and he told me ——— 
Alic. Told you what ? 
Love. Why -——— But I beg your Pardon, 


Madam, it wou'd be putting you too much out 
of Countenance, to repeat the Particulars. I have 
more Manners than to ſhock a Lady, by tellin 
her publickly the private Freedom ſhe takes wit 
ner Gallant. 


Alic. My 
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Alic. My Virtue in Queſtion! Confuſion ! 

Love. O! you have overcome that, with a 
convenient Aſſurance. 

Prate. A deep Cut that ſame. 

Alic. Thou worſe than Devil, thus to wrong 
me. I call Heay'n to Witneſs, that I have ne- 
ver ſtray'd from the ſtrict Rule of Modeſty, nor 
ever gave the leaſt Occaſion for this audacious 
Charge. 

Love. Had I not the ſtrongeſt Proof that Eyes, 
Ears, and Accident could afford me of your In- 
conſtancy, you might {till have hid your Frail- 
ties, and I been {till your Wittol. — Does 
the Sun ſhine, the Stars give Light ? — 80 
certain am I of your Intrigues. 

Alic. Horrid, horrid Monſter ! 

Love. That very Gentleman that parted from 
you C'en now.— Feignwell I mean 

e- my Friend 

Alic. Feignwell ! 

Love. The ſame. 

Alic. I know him not. 

Enter Corinna as Nana. 

O Maria, 'tis well thou art come to my Help: 
Here's an odious Brute that taxes me with a young 
Gentleman. 

Cor. What, him I let out by your Commands 
at the Back Garden Gate? 

Alic. Yes, yes, the Gentleman that fled hither 
for Sanctuary. 

Love. Ay, Madam, there's no Sanctuary like a 
fair Lady's Bed-Chamber lock'd, and her Arms 
_ How I envy him the Pleaſure to 
cheaply gain'd, which I was to have paid rn» leſs 


for than Honour, Liberty, and my eternal Quiet. 


Alic. How ! 


Do you hear him, Mn? 


Love. Yes, Madam, ſhe does hear me, and no 
doubt underſtands me too, if it were proper to 


E 3 ipeak 
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ſpeak Truth: But I'll excuſe you now, Child; you 
ſhan't diſoblige your Lady. | 

Cor. Tamaſtoniſh'd! That there was ſuch a Gen- 
tleman here, I own; that came for Refuge, beg'd 
my Lady's Protection, and accordingly ſhe granted 
him his Deſire. 

Love. O, there's no doubt of that. | 

Alic. Villain *tis falſe, falſe as Hell — and yet 
more falſe —- falſer than thy ſelf. 

Cor. By her Order I led him thro' the Houſe to 
the Back Garden Gate for his Eſcape, ſaw him ſafe 
out, lock'd the Door after him, and brought the 
yy Key along with me. 

ov. Extreamly well, Child; thou tell'ſt thy 
Story very prettily. 

Cor. Story ! 

Luc. Ay, ay, Story, Chicken, and I love thee 
the better fort: Thou art but a Servant, my Dear, 
and 'tis thy Duty to make a little Stretch for thy 
Miſtreſs's Reputation; for tho' I have abruptly 
ſtep'd into the Secret, I give you my Word and 
Honour it ſhall go no further for me; I have more 
Reſpect to the Family. 

Alic. Ungrateful Man; My Reputation !---I de- 
fy thee and all Mankind to blaſt my Reputation. 

Lov. Ay, ay, it's out of all Danger, The 
young Gentleman that came from your Bed-Cham- 

er has taken it into his Protection, and will keep 
it very ſafe for you. 

Alic. Stop that infernal Tonge, and from this 
Minute never dare to ſpeak to me, or ever ſee me 
more. 

Lov. If I do either of 'em as an amorous Fool 
again, may'ſt thou live to make me a Monſter, and 
dye a contented one. 

Alic. Were I a Man I'd have my juſt Revenge. 

[ Exit. 

Prate. What a Wrangling has here been about 

| Virtue ! 
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Virtue! If I was to be the Judge between em, 
I ſhould give Sentence againſt both, for I don't 
find that either can make out a Title to it. 

Lov. A word, Child. [Pulling Maria, who is going. 

Cor. With me, Sir? | 

Lov. With thee, my ſweet Angel. 

Cor. Angel! Lord, Sir, what a ſudden Turn is 
here! Such hard Words to my poor Miſtreſs, and 
ſuch ſoft ones to me. 

Love. Never wonder at that, Child. Thou art 
ſo very pretty, that all Clouds vaniſh when ſuch 
Rays appear. 4 

rate. Ah, *tis all April Weather with my Ma- 
ſter. Fair and foul in a Minute. 

Cor. Why, Sir, would you make me believe 

Love. That thou art handſome, Thou know'ſt 
thou art, and I feel thou art. 

Cor. Nay, Sir, don't make a Jeſt of me. 

Prate. My Maſter's in Earneſt : Miſtreſs or Maid, 
he'll make no Diſtinction; when the Flcſh and 
Blood's agreeable, | 

Love. Tet with thee !——No, Child, give me 
leave to be ſerious. 

Prate. Once in his Life-time, I beſcech you. 

Love. I proteſt from my Heart, I know not 
what Power thou haſt over me, I feel ſomethin 
here ſo tender for thee, nay, and ſo honourable 
too, that were thy Miſtreſs as honeſt as ſhe's fair, 
with all her Charms about her; had'ſt thou bur 
her Father's Purſe tied by thy Apron- ſtring, by 
this Hand | Aiſing hers. | and this Heart | Clapping 
his Hand on his Breaſt. I ſwear I could drop her 
at the very Church Door for thee. 

Cor. Then, Sir, you courted my Miſtreſs more 
for her Wealth than her Beauty. 

Love. Not ſo neither; I courted her for a Wife: 
And Marriage, thou know'ſt, is a ſtandings Diſh, 
and a few Strewings of Fortune and Portion, by 
way of Garniture, about it, 1s very decent, Child. 

4 Cor. 


56 Tis Well if it Takes. 
Cor. Then if I had but my Miſtreſs's Lapful of 
Gold 


Love. I could kiſs thee, and hug thee, and love 


thee ! | [ Embracing. 
Alic. Within.] Maria, Maria. 


Love. Curſe on the Screech-Ow!l. 
Cor. My Miſtreſs calls, and I muſt run. 
Love. Not one Moment longer, dear Charmer ? 
Cor. O no, I ſhall be chid for the Time I have 
ſtaid already. [ Exit. 
Prate. One Word, Sir, — Could you perform 


all theſe Romantic Proteſtations you have made to 
this young Wench? | 


Love. By my Soul could I. 
Prate. Bleſt Reformation ! 
cles are not ceas'd. 


Love. Come, Sirrah, we muſt march off, or the 
Poſſe will ſoon be rais'd upon us. 


Prate. With all my Heart; here's no ſtaying 
here, now you have ſet the Houſe on Fire. [ Exe. 


SCENE II. Lady Wiſnit - Apartment. 
| l Enter Mr. Oldiſh and Charles meeting. 


T ſee all Mira- 


it; Old. Why how now, what do you here? Have 

14 not I forbid you coming near //abe/la, and yet you | 
LY. arc hankering after her? In ſhort, ſhe's going tobe | 
1 married. 

Charl. To be married! 
: Old. Yes, to be married. Both the Mother and 
1 the Daughter are agreed about it. 

b Charl. Will it be ſhortly, Sir? 
Old. Ves, Sir, it will be ſhortly, 
Charl. To whom? | 
14 Old. To my ſelf, Sir. 
4+ | Chayl. To you, Sir! 

11 Old. Ves, Sir. 

| | Charl. You, Sir! 
| 
: 


n 
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Old. Yes, Sirrah, me, me, Why not? 

Charl. But, Sir, conſult a little your own Re- 
putation in this Affair. You are a Man of Ho- 
nour. 

Old. Well, I am, or I am not. What then? 

Charl. Then, Sir, you ſhould have confider'd 
that ſhe had plighted her Faith to me; mine was 
her firſt Engagement. 

Old. And mine was ſecond, and therefore ſhall 
ſtand good: And ſo you are anſwer'd. 

Charl. P'm ſorry for it. | 

Old. Sorry! Such another Word and I'll 

Charl. I muſt tell you, for your own ſake, did 
you but know Jſabella, how little Fidelity — 

Old. Fidelity! Here's a Reprobate for you, he's 
for making a Jilt of his Mother that mult be.---- 
Look'e, Sirrah, are not you my Son,---1s not the 
Fleſh on your Bones, and the Blood in your Veins 
all mine, you Son of a And Raſcal, if you 
preſume to ſpeak one more prophane Word againſt 
that Lady of mine, that ſhall be, adzooks I'll un- 
beget you, you Dog. 

Enter Iſabella. 
I'm in a Paſſion, Child, I proteſt Tam in a Paſſion. 
1/ab. With whom! 

Old. With a ſaucy Son. 

Iſab. What can make you angry with him? 
Why ſhould he concern himſelf with my Affairs, 
when he's engag'd? 

Old. Tis — Impudence. 

A a If I concern my elf, *tis only for my Fa- 
ther. 

Old. Do you think you know better than I what 
is neceſſary for me? Go, Child; go, Child. 

Jab. But what was it he ſaid? 

Old. Nothing to the Purpoſe. I ſhan't believe 
any thing to your Prejudice. 

Jab. I diſdain him. If he can accuſe me 
of any thing, tis of too much Love. Charl. 


38 'Tis Well if it Takes. 

— 6 I would I had, nothing more to accuſe 

ou of. 

. Old. How, Sirrah! leave the Place, and let me 
have no more chattering. 

Charl. I am ſilent; but 

Old. I ſay, Sirrah, hold your Tongue, and get 
you gone about your Buſineſs, or I ſhall —— 
Cbarl. J ha” done, Sir. 

Jab. No, let him ſpeak; I don't hate him fo 
much, but he may give me a further Occaſion. 

Old. I'll have you look on her as your Mother- 
in-Law z ask her Bleſſing as your Mother, obey 
her as your Mother, and be dutiful to her as your 
Mother; ſhe is your Mother, and ſhall be your 
Mother; and ſo, Sirrah, reſt contented, or I'll 
make you. 

Charl. She my Mother-in-Law ! 

Lab. It had not been ſo, had he deſir'd the con- 


005 Don't be diſturb'd, Child. 

dent Varlet. 'Troup, Troup, I ſay. 
{/ab. He does not deſerve to be thought on. 
Old. An impertinent young Coxcomb ! ; 
1/ab. However, I muſt confeſs, he was the on- 

ly Perſon I wiſh'd to be my Husband. 
Old. About your Buſineſs, Sirrah ; be gone: If 

I catch you here again Driving him away.) | 

You'll go in, my Chicken. Zo Iſab. 
Jab. Ay, to be ſure, you may believe I don't 

intend to fla here. ; | Going. 
Old. I won't be long abſent, Precious, no I 

won't. [ Exit. watching her in. 
Charl. returning.] She's not yet gone in. 

I lab. — 5 Nor you out. 

[ Both peeping to ſee if Oldiſh be gone. 

Charl. W ho hinders you? 

Jſab. Who hinders you? 

Charl. I am going. 


* 


An Impu- 


Lab. 
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iſe 1/ab. I am already gone. ¶ Making _ to go out. 
Charl. You take particular Care to ſhun me. - 
ne 1/ab. Not at all; you take Care to fly me. 
Charl. Can that be a Fault? I did it, thinking to 
pleaſe you. 


Iſab. There was a Time when you would leaſt 
have Thought that flying me would pleaſe me !— 
But let that pals. 

Charl. Ay, and a thouſand flattering Dreams of | 
Hopes, and Smiles, and Joys; let 'em all paſs. — | 
You are going now to be my Mother-in-Law. 

Lab. And you my Father-in-Law. — You ſee 
I follow your Example in the Choice of a Huſ- 
band; but there's this Difference, you change out 
of Inclination, I out of Obedience. 

Charl. You comply without much Regret. 

Jab. I am apt to think you are too indifferent. 
n- Charl. At leaſt I ought to be fo, when I faw 
you beſtow that Aﬀection upon my Father, which 
once I thought all mine. 

1/ab. Can you think me ſo void of Underſtanding ? 

Charl. What Reaſon have I to the contrary ? 

T/ab. Oh, Charles, you could have bur. little 
Efteem for me, to break thoſe Vows you made, 
and forget what Love ſeem'd to dictate to your 
Tongue: My Heart was once fo entirely yours ; 
how could you betray it? Nay, even now I can- 
not hate you. 

Charl. Do not deceive me; your Looks, your 
Words, your very Mind, I have Reaſon {till to fear 
want that Sincerity I once believ'd they had. Well, 
you ftill have Power to ſoften my too willing Heart: 
Abuſe it fill, I am no longer Maſter of my ſelf.--- 
FIl think you what you once appear'd;—yet tis 
1e. impoſſible after what I have ſeen. | 

Jſab. What's that? 
Charl. My Father ſhut up in private with you 
in your Chamber. 


5 Iſa. 
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{/ab. That! — That was done thro' Love and 
Tenderneſs to you. Lucy had inform'd me he had 
rcſoly'd to turn you out of Doors, diſinherit you, 
and never look on you again. And knowing I had 
more Power than I wiſh'd for over him, my Love 
for you made me defire that private Mecting, that 
I might diſſwade him from thoſe Reſolutions he 
had taken to your Prejudice. 

Charl. All this for me!] Fain wou'd my Heart 
believe thee. But the Letter you ſent, which J 
broke open; ſo ſoft; ſo tender. 
lab. You very well know 'twas ſent to you. 

Charl. To me ! Did not you, your ſelf, aſſert 
the contrary ? 

Tab. What if I did? Ought you to mind what 
was done in Paſſion, when provok'd, when urg'd 
by my Reſentments of your Falſhood? My Tongue 
belied my conſtant faithful Heart, nor had theſe 
Lips, in all their Rage againſt you, dar'd utter 
that Untruth, till counſel'd and advis'd by Lucy. 

Charl. If Lucy be to be belicy'd, you are falſe ; 
and like my Father, and reſolve to marry him. 

1/ab. Has Lucy thus betray'd me then ! 

Charl. I fear ſhe has betray'd us both. 

1/ab. We're certainly abus d! 

Charl. I doubt it not. And do you love me ſtill? } 

1/ab. You need not ask that Queſtion. Þ# 

Charl. W hat new Dawn of Light breaks in upon 
me. — And do I again bchold thee conſtant, fair 
and full of blooming 'Truth, to raiſe my ſinking 
Hopes, and cure Depair To give new Life, new 
Joys! O I am all Ecſtacy, and cannot tell the Pains 
J have felt, and the Delight I now am fill'd with; 
they crowd fo faſt upon my Senfes, *tis all A- 
mazement, and all pleaſing Rapture 

{/ab. I do partake in all that you expreſs, and 
more. The ſame Hopes and Fears are mine, the 
ſame Tortures have I felt for Loſs of you, as * 

or 


$ 
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for-Loſs of me. And the fame Ecſtacy now fills 
my Breaſt, to find you ſtill are faithful to your 
[/abella. 

Charl. Lacy has done all this Miſchief, my Love; 
but I ſhall make her the Property to ſet all right 


again. 
[/ab. As how? 
Charl. O, very well. 


Iſab. Which Way? N 
Charl. You ſhall tell her, you reſolve to marry 
my Father. 

1/ab. Not for the World ! 

Charl. Only tell her ſo. 

1/ab. What can you expect from that? 

Charl. Why, pretend you can't bear the Sight 
of me; and that I may have no Pretenſion to come 
where you are, when you are his Wife, you ſhall 
ee him to make a Settlement on me, which 

eing done, you are ready to comply. 

1/ab. But what will become of us, when they 
ſhall diſcover all this? 

Charl. We'll put it out of their Power to injure 
us, by marrying immediately. Then in theſe Arms. 

1/ab. I ſee Lucy coming. Be gone. [Exit Charl. 


Enter Lucy. | 
. Luc. J hope now you are convinc'd of his Falſ- 
ood. 

1/ab. As well ſatisfied as you are. 

Luc. Then I preſume you are reſov'd to give his 
Father your Hand without Delay. 

Jab. I ſhou'd take ſome Time to ſhake off the 
Memory of him, 

Luc. Why, your marrying is the only Remedy. 

1/ab. J have but one Objection. 

Luc. W hat's that ? 

1/ab. The Son's being in Sight continually. 

Lac. O, he ſhall fend him packing. 


— 


1/ab. But 
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Jab. But ftill he'll return ſome Time or other 

to offend me, having his ſole Dependance on him. 

Luc. Let me thi {ure there is a Way. 

Jab. Impoſhble.— If he had no further 
tion from him as to his Fortune. 

Luc. He ſhall ſettle that upon him. 

Jab. Were that done, it might prevent the 
World's accuſing me for the ill Uſage his Father 
may ſhew him. | 

That's true: — [I'll find him out, per- 
ſuade him to do it inſtantly, and tell him you're 
ready to reſign the Minute after. W hat ſay you? 

1/ab. Why, I think ſo. 

Luc. But do you reſolve ? 

Hab. Well. I do reſolve. 

Luc. It ſha'n't be long about. 

Thus I betray their Innocence and Youth : 
"Tis Art makes Falſhood wear the Face of Truth. 


[ Exennt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


SCENE Corinna's Houſe. 
Enter Corinna in a rich Lady's Habit, Careful, and 


Beatrice. 
Cor. "ELL, Beatrice, how do'ſt thou like my 
Appearance ? 
Beat. O mol magnificent 


Care. And what does your Ladyſhip intend next? 
Cor. Have you given out, as J order'd, that a 
Lady call'd Corinna is come to Oxford to Day, and 
got a Travelling Coach to be ready at the Door 

Care. All this is done according to Order. 

Cor. Then underſtand that I have inform'd Mr. 
Loveleſs, that this fame Corinna, who is a Kinſ- 
woman of mine, and a Lady of Faſhion, has taken 
this Houſe, and is come from London. Upon 
which, his Curioſity has engag'd him to enquire - 
of me particularly who and what ſhe is; and to 
heighten his Expectation to the utmoſt Degree, 
I have given a flouriſhing Account of my Beauty, 
Birth and Fortune. He is impatient till I, as Feigu- 
well, introduce him to this Corinna, and is over- 
joy'd at the Opportunity of revenging himſelf on 
Alicia for her Falſeneſs, whom he entirely hates. 
When he ſees me, if I have Beauty enough, as 
Corinna, to gain him for a Lover; I am ſure I 
have Wit enough, as Feignwell, to encourage and 
manage this Amour. | 

Beat. Bleſs me, Madam, where will this end ! 
Why, you'll never find your Way out of this Maze. 

Cor. He waits at the Widow //:/b:t's till J re- 
turn, to be introduc'd to this ftrange Lady. Now, 

Beatrice, 


—— — — 
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Beatrice, as J am not extraordinary well able, tho' 
with all my Wits about me, at one and the ſame 
Moment to be both Corinna and Mr. Feignwell, one 
Part of my Promiſe mult be excus'd, by deputing 
you to officiate in my Room, as Maſter of the 
Ceremonics for his Introduction. *Tis but your 
going this Minute to him, as Ferret my Man, and 
— him ſome extraordinary Bus'neſs has robb'd 
me of the Happineſs of any. him to this fair 
Unknown; however, not to hinder him of _ 


me the Honour of his intended Viſit to my Kint- 


woman, aſſure him that I have taken ſuch Care 
betwixt your ſelf and the Lady's Steward, that all 
Matters are concerted for his Reception, as well 
as if I had made my perſonal Appearance with him. 

Care. Stay, Madam, I had almoſt forgot one 
thing material; Mr. Oldiſh, his N with 
the Widow Wiſbit, hearing that a Lady of Fa- 
ſhion was come from London, have ſent to bid you 
Welcome, and beg Leave to wait on you this E- 
vening. | 

Cor. I ſhall deal well enough with them, with- 
out being ſuſpected. But quick, Beatrice, Mr. 
Loveleſs is upon Thorns for me, and therefore make 
haſte and perform your Deputation. All Things 
are ready; and do you obſerve to a Tittle what I 
have order'd. | [ Excunt. 


SCENE Widow Whikhir's Apartment. 


Enter Charles and Iſabella meeting. 

Char]. Have you ſucceeded ? 

Iſab. To a Miracle. 

Charl. My Charmer, I adore you! 

Jſab. Phoo, lay aſide Raptures, and put on 2 
buſy Client-like Face, who gravely comes with 
Fee in hand, to ask his Council whether he is to 
be ruin'd by a long Suit, or a quick Judgment. 

Charl. I'm 
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Charl. P'm impatient. | | 
1/ab. Why, then to relieve you, like a ſharp 


Lawyer, by a Quirk in Practice, here's a Settle- | 
ment on you of Part of his Eſtate, [ Shewing the 


Deed | which he has given me for my Satisfaction, 
and I preſent it to you. 

Charl. You : 
more valuable remaining. 

1/ab. What's that? 

Charl. Your dear ſelf. 

1/ab. J was afraid you had forgot to put the 
Queſtion. 

Charl. No, no, I have a Prieſt hard by, ready 
both for Queſtions and Anſwers, which can only 
pronounce me happy. | 

1/ab. Tho' in 15 fair a View of Happineſs, it 
frights me to look back to the hideous Treaſon 
we have eſcap'd. Nay, a Father and a Mother at 
the Head of the r 

Charl. Why, truly, becauſe Children owe their 
Being to their Parents, they fancy themſelves en- 
titled to that abſolute Soveraignty over us, that 
they may rob us of our Joys whenever they 
think fit: Now hang me if I find any ſuch Pre- 


7 rogative in their whole Charter, and therefore Ill 


ſeize my own where'er I find it. [| Taking her by 
the Hand.] [Exeunt. 


SCENE Corinna“ Houſe. 
Enter Careful. 


Well, this Miſtreſs of mine never had her E- 


qual: Iam amaz'd my ſelf at theſe ſtrange Transfor- 
mations. She changes as quick as a Shadow; whips 
out of one Shape into another, as nimbly as a 
Tumbler thro' a Hoop, or a Spirit thro' a Key- 
hole. —- Let me ſee. -- Feignwell, a Gentleman 
of London, at the ad i/hit's, at the ee 

FA ime 
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Time Maria, a Servant, at Mlicia's, and now in 
a Moment tranſlated into the beautiful Corinna. 
Nothing is impoſſible to her mercurial Head. — 
In ſhort, ſhe is every thing. — [ Knock.}-— Hark, 
that Knocking muſt be Mr. Loveleſs , Now for 
the Gravity of a Don in a Shower, whom no- 
thing but the Fear of Cuckoldom can make go 
faſter. [ Opens the Door. 
Enter Loveleſs and Prate. 
Love. Is this Madam Corinna's ? 


Care. May I have the Honour to know who 


asks that Queſtion? | 
Love. My Name is Lovele/s. 
Care. I am your moſt obedient Servant. 
Love. Is the Lady within? 
Care. As you are Mr. Loveleſs, I am order'd to 


tell you ſhe is within. 


Love. Then not to appear too bold an Intruder, 


I was conducted to this Door by Ferret, Mr. Feign- 


welPs Servant, my intimate Friend and Acquain- 
tance; who promis'd me — 

Care. Mr. Feignwell ! I know him very well; a 
Man of Worth and Reputation, and one who has 


the Honour to be a near Relation of my Lady's; 
and, let me tell you, a Perſon in high Efteem with (| 
her Ladyſhip. — He being ſent for upon ſome } 


preſſing Affair, before his Departure requeſted me 
to introduce you to the Preſence and Specch of 
my Lady, and I have prepar'd her for your Ad- 
miſſion accordingly, and will let my Lady know 
you wait here. | | [ Going. 
Enter Corinna #nd Beatrice properly dreſs'd. - 
Cor. Careful, who is this Gentleman? 
Care. He informs me his Name is Loveleſs. 
Cor. Mr. Feignwell, my Kinſman, told me he had 
a particular Reſpect for you, whoſe Judgment I 
always approve in the Choice of my Friends, and 
ſhall be glad to account you ſuch thro' his Re- 
commendation. * Lowe. You 
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Love. You highly oblige me, Madam. 
Prate. Heyday, I think the Devil dances ; rhis 

Lady is damnably like Maria, Alicia's Maid. [ Aſide. 
Love. I'm ely ſurpriz d. 

Cor. You ſeem a little ſtartl'd, Sir. 

Love. I muſt confeſs your Face 1 

Cor. I underſtand what you would ſay; that I 
am like my Kinſman Mr. Friewwell. | 

Love. So like, that I admire — | 

Cor. O dear, I am told fo by every Body, but 
I think there's a great deal of Difference. 

Beat. Your Kinſman, Madam, has a more riſing 
Noſe, paler Cheeks, a heavier Eye, larger Lips, 
longer Chin, and not fo affable an Air. Were 
you to ſee em together, Sir, you'd find em dif- 
fer all over. 

Prate. to Love.] But ſure there can be no Dif- 
ference between Ferret, Mr. Feignwell's Man, and 
this Pin-ſticker here. 

Love. Hold your Tongue, Fool, and know that 
every Like is not the ſame.——Dt—— Her Air, her 
Manner, then her Face! She's all over charming, 
I know not where to fix my Eyes firſt, ſhe's ſuch 
2 Compoſition of Perfection | * 

Cor. Will you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? My Kinſman 
won't be long abſent; and be aſſur'd he and I have 
an equal Deſire to oblige you. | 

Love. I ſhall be proud of all Opportunities to 
return theſe Obligations. * 1 

Cor. Indeed I have heard ſay you are a compleat 
Gentleman, our Houſes are ſo near in London, that 
I remember fometimes I haye had the Opportunity 
of ſeeing you. 5 eh 

Love. It has been my Unhappineſs that I have 
not had the Honour of ſeeing you till now, — 


The more I gaze, the more 1 find my ſelf en- 
gag'd ! 
F 2 Cor. You 
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Cor. You arc a gallant Gentleman, Mr. Loveleſs, 
and wou'd oblige every Body, in ſay ing what you 
think moſt agreeable to 'em. | | 

Love. I ſhou'd think my ſelf happy, cou'd I 

erſuade you to believe how much I eſteem you; 


and cou'd, if I did not fear to offend, give that 


Eſteem another Name. 
Cor. I am much diſorder'd on a ſudden. 


Beat. The Hartſhorn, the Hartſhorn, quickly. 


Love. Bleſs me, what can be the Cauſe of this 
Tine! Y MJ 
_ Beat. I ſuppoſe the Fatigue of her Journey. 
She begins to come a little to her ſelf.---Raiſe her 
gently, let's lead her ſoftly in, and lay her down 
upon the Couch. 
. Love. I'll make bold to ſtay till I hear how ſhe 
OCs. 
Care. You ſhall have an Account preſently. 
[ Exeunt omnes preter Love and Prate. 
Love. lam undone! In Love, by Heav'ns! Have 
I laugh'd ar all the Sex, and now at firſt Sight to 
be the Fool my ſelf! Wov'd I had never ſeen her. 
Prate. Are you really in Love, Sir ? 
Love. So much, that I can't leave the Place. 
Prate. J humbly beg Pardon, Sir, but I can't 
believe you, till 1 have ſeen you attempt to cut 
your Throat two or three Times; be hang'd, and 
cut down by {ome charitable Hand, before you are 
quite dead; walk with your Arms a-croſs, never 
{mile, ſhun all Manner of Converſation, but your 
Mifſtreſs,ftarrt at the Sight of her, tremble, look pale, 
reſolve to ſay abundance of fine Things before you 
come to ber, and then leave her without ſaying 
one Thing to the Purpoſe: In a prodigious Confu- 
fon, and blame your ſelf for Want of Courage; 
talk of Groves, Streams, and melancholick Shades, 
and flow'ry Meads, and carve her Name on Glaſs- 
Windows, Plates and Trees. Why, Sir, Diſtem- 
pers 
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pers are known by their Symptons: Now Love is 
a meer Peſtilence, and if * don't ſhew the real 
Signs and Tokens, I ſhall 


for it, indeed, Sir, I ſhall not. | 
Lov. Leave prating, you Fool. 


Prate. Nay, if you are out of Humour without 


a Cauſe, that is an Indication. 

Love. Sirrah, no more Trifling. 6 

Prate. So, ſo, he acts it pretty well, however. 

Love. She is excceding Beautiful! | 

Prate. Sir, Sir, I beg you'd let us leave the Place; 
change of Air may prevent the Diſtemper's ſeizin 
you too violently; if you go on at this Rate, 
ſhall ſuſpect. I proteſt-he talks a little Idlely. 
Abſence, Sir, Abſence will cure you, as it has of- 
ten done before. Pough, it's impoſſible, Sir, you 
ſhould be run thro' the Heart now, when you have 
kept ſo ſtrict a Guard all your Life-time. : 
' Lov. But when the Object is fo divinely Fair, 
'twould be rebelling againſt Nature not to ſurren- 
der to ſuch Conquering Charms. ' 

Prate. All this may be true: But now ſuppoſin 
you were to meet a Lady, with her Mask bal off 
to ſhew the beſt Side of her Face, that treads well, 
an agreeable Jet, a good Shape, a Coquette Air, 
and, in ſhort, well turn'd from Top to Toe, ſhe'd 
put you into the ſame Pickle.---Pſha, pſha, there's 
nothing in it, nothing at all in't. Sir, do you 
really believe that this Lady is Co inna, your Neigh- 
bour that lives in London; for my part I take her 
to be Mr. Feignwell ? 

Lov. For what Purpoſe ſhould Feignwell play 
theſe Tricks with me? | 

Prate. I don't underſtand why; but if you'll be 
mw to ſtay here, becauſe you have a mind to 

now how the Lady Witch does after her Fit, I'll 

go ſeek for Mr. Feignwell; and it I meet him at 
Home, or any where elſe, why I ſhall be ſatisfied. 


F 3 Love. 
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Cor. You arc a gallant Gentleman, Mr. Loveleſs, 
and wou'd oblige every Body, in ſaying what you 
think moſt agreeable to *em. | 
Love. I ſhow'd think my ſelf happy, cou'd I 
erſuade you to believe how much J citeem you; 
and cou'd, it I did not fear to offend, give that 
Eſteem another Name. | 
Cor. I am much diſorder'd on a ſudden. 


Beat. The Hartſhorn, the Hartſhorn, quickly. 


| Love. Bleſs me, what can be the Cauſe of this 
Mine! . I 
_ Beat. I ſuppoſe the Fatigue of her Journcy. ---- 
She begins to come a little to her ſelf.---Raiſe her 
gently, let's lead her ſoftly in, and lay her down 
upon the Couch. | 
- Love. I'll make bold to ſtay till I hear how ſhe 
OCs. 
Care. You ſhall have an Account preſently. 
Exeunt omnes preter Love and Prate. 
Love. Lam undone! In Love, by Heav'ns! Have 
J laugh'd at all the Sex, and now at firſt Sight to 
be the Fool my ſelf ! Wou'd J had never ſeen her. 
Prate. Are you really in Love, Sir ? 
Love. So much, that I can't leave the Place. 
Prate. I humbly beg Pardon, Sir, but I can't 
believe you, till I have ſeen you attempt to cut 
your Throat two or three Times; be hang'd, and 
cut down by {ome charitable Hand, before you are 
uite dead; walk with your Arms a-croſs, never 
mile, ſhun all Manner of Converſation, but your 
Miſt reſs, ſtart at the Sight of her, tremble, look pale, 
reſolve to ſay abundance of fine Things before you 
come to ber, and then leave her without ſaying 
one Thing to the Purpoſe: In a prodigious Confu- 
Hon, A lame your ſelf for Want of Courage; 


talk of Groves, Streams, and melancholick Shades, 
and flow'ry Meads, and carve her Name on Glaſs- 
Windows, Plates and Trees. Why, Sir, Diſtem- 

pers 
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pers are known by their Symptons: Now Love is 
a meer Peſtilence, and if you don't ſhew the real 
Signs and Tokens, I ſhall not take your Word 
for it, indeed, Sir, I ſhall not. | 
Lov. Leave prating, you Fool. 
Prate. Nay, if you are out of Humour without 
a Cauſe, that is an Indication. | 
Love. Sirrah, no more Trifling. 
Prate. So, ſo, he acts it pretty well, however. 
Love. She is excceding Beautiful! | 
Prate. Sir, Sir, I beg you'd let us leave the Place; 
change of Air may prevent the Diſtemper's ſeizin 
you too violently; if you go on at this Rate, 
ſhall ſuſpect. I proteſt---he talks a little Idlely. 
Abſence, Sir, Abſence will cure you, as it has of- 
ten done before. Pough, it's impoſſible, Sir, you 
ſhould be run thro' the Heart now, when you have 
kept ſo ſtrict a Guard all your Life-time. : 
| Lov. But when the Object is fo divinely Fair, 
'twould be rebelling againſt Nature not to ſurren- 
der to ſuch Conquering Charms. { 
Prate. All this may be true: But now ſuppoſin 
you were to meet a Lady, with her Mask half off 
to ſhew the beſt Side of her Face, that treads well, 
an agreeable Jet, a good Shape, a Coquette Air, 
and, in ſhort, well turn'd from Top to Toe, ſhe'd 
put you into the ſame Pickle.---Pſha, pſha, there's 
nothing in it, nothing at all in't. Sir, do you 
really believe that this Lady is Corinna,your Neigh- 
bour that lives in London; tor my part I take her 
to be Mr. Feignwell ? 
Lov. For what Purpoſe ſhould Feignwell play 
theſe Tricks with me? | 
Prate. I don't underſtand why; but if you'll be 
3 to ſtay here, becauſe you have a mind to 
now how the Lady Witch does after her Fit, I'll 
go ſeek for Mr. Feignwell; and it I meet him at 
Home, or any where elſe, why I ſhall be ſatisfied. 
F 3 Love. 
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Love. You ſay well. Do ſo, do ſo. 

Prate. I'll hunt him cloſe; and if he 'ſcapes be- 
ing found out, he ſhall have good Luck, Cass 

Enter Corinna as Feignwel). 

Cor, My dear Friend, I beg your Pardon for not 
returning ſooner. The Buſineſs was of an extra- 
_— Nature, and kept me longer than I ex- 
* to Prate.] Fool, Blockhead, are you ſa- 
tisfied now that Feignwęll is not Corinna ? 

Prate. afide.| Let me rub my Eyes a little, I 
can't fee clear. Had they ever ſerv'd me ſo before, 
I ſhould believe it Natural. Why I, I, an't a- 
wake, I am in a Dream: I mult look a little into 
this Matter, for I ſhrewdly ſuſpect, but what I 
cannot tell. 

Cor. Have you ſeen my Kinſwoman? 

Love. Seen her, ſhe is Charms all over. . Were 
I to take whole Days in the Deſcription of her, it 
would be too ſhort to tell you with what Beau- 
ty, with what Brightneſs ſhe ſurpriz'd me. 80 
E Fair, that all Perfections ſeem'd to center 
in her. 

Cor. She is agreeable enough, that I muſt own. 

Love. The Graces moy'd in every Step, in eve» 
ry Geſture Love triumph'd, revell'd, and re- 
joyc'd : Encamp'd within the Limits of her Eyes, 
a Thouſand linthe Cupids ſhot Ten Thouſand Darts, 
and laid me vanquiſh'd at her Feet. Nor had I 
long been bleſs'd, but an Indiſpoſition ſeiz'd her, 
and eclips'd my Happineſs. 

Coy. O, you flatter her! She could not have the 
Power to pleaſe, at firſt Sight, a general Lover as 
you are; aGentleman fo 8005 ſo courtly.— Tho 

my Relation, I muſt confeſs ſhe has ſome Share of 
her Sex's Beauty, but not ſo much as your Rap- 
tures ſeem to expreſs. 


Enter 
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Euter Careful. CONT 

Care. My Lady, Sir, is ſomething better, ſends 
her Service to you, and bid me tell you ſhe ſhould 
be glad to ſee you at another Time. 

Love. Sir, my Reſpects to her, tell her I rejoice 
to hear ſhe is in no Danger, and ſhall return to 
Congratulate her Recovery. 

Cor. Tell her I am much concern'd at her IIl- 
neſs, and will fee her preſently. [Exit Careful. 

Love. O 'tis impoſſible to expreſs, Feignwell, 
how much I feel. Here Paſſion firſt rais'd fuch 
Commotions in my Breaſt z unmov'd till then, then 
only weak, diſarm'd of Reſolution, I reſign'd; for 
who can ſee ſuch Charms, ſuch Beauty, and not 
become Captive? | 

Cor. You need not hide any thing from me. 

Love. I am aſham'd to betray my Weakneſs, af- 
ter ſo long a boaſted Vanity, as to defie the whole 


Female Poſſe. I beg you'd let me hide my Folly 


with my Silence. | 
Cor. This is not like a Friend, to diſtruſt me. 
Love. Will you promiſe to aſſiſt me? 
Cor. Why ſhould you harbour ſo unkind a 
Thought as to doubt it.-----Retire. | To Prate. 
Prate. My Curioſity itches to know what they 
are going to ſay in private. Where ſhall I hide 
my ſelf? I'll get under the Table, there I may lie 


conceal'd without Surprize. | 
[ Gets under the Table. 


Cor. Proceed, Mr. Loveleſs. 

Love. I fay your Kinſwoman has ſo charm'd me, 
and, what heightens the Wonder, at firſt Sight 
too, as to rob me of my Quiet. 2 

Cor. Conſult your Heart; remember how I have 
heard you treat the whole Sex, as meer Trifles, 
Play-things only, Toys to jeſt an idle Hour away 
with: Nay, Alicia may again obtain a Power over 
your Heart. 


F 4 Lowe. 
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Love. Never.— If ſhe had any Charms to 
er my firm Reſolves, you have too fully con- 
vinc'd me of her Falſhood.— O my Friend, 
repeat not my paſt Faults ; the wildeſt Rover, and 
the Libertine, run not on ſo far, but pitying Hea- 
ven at laſt ſtops their Carreer, raiſes ſome lovely 
Conqueror to fix the lawleſs Wanderer. That 
very Conqueſt this Fair One has now made; let me 
then beg your friendly Interceſſion in my Favour, 
for if ſhe frowns 1 dye. | 

Cor. Sir, have a Care; if I ſhould undertake 
your Cauſe with my fair Kinſwoman, and perhaps 
engage at laſt her yielding Heart to favour you, 
ſhould you relapſe into your Natural Wildneſs, 
deſert and flight her, think what an unpardonable 
Affront ſuch barbarous Treatment will throw on 
her; nay, think, Sir, how infamous a Task you'd 

ut upon your Friend: How ſhould I dare to live 
. — that Shame? 

Love. No more. —---- If cer I falſify that 
Truth and Honour I profeſs, thou wear'ſt a Sword, 
Feignwell, rip up this Heart; I'll hold my Boſom 
fair tor thy juſt Hand of Vengeance. 

Cor. Tis enough, I will believe you, I need no 
further Proteſtations, I'll ſerve you as I ought, 
both for your Sake, the Lady's, and my own. 

Love. Thou beſt of F — 4 

Prate. His Truth and Honour, did he ſay! O 
thoſe have been pawn'd a hundred Times on the 
like Occaſion, and never yet redeem'd. [ Aide. 

Cor. You have engag'd no common Advocate. 
I'll take my leave of you for the preſent and viſit 


her. 


Love. Feignwell, your Servant; perſuade, and 
you'll oblige. [ Exit, 


Cor. Now, now, I muſt be happy; Loveleſs ſhall 
be mine, | | | 


Prate. 
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Prate. peeping.] Odſo, my Maſter's gone, how 


ſhall I get out after him? What does Mr. Feign- 
well ſtay for? | 
Cor. Careful, Careful, Beatrice. 


Enter Careful. 
Alicia, and the Widow M iſbit will not be hgh. 
fore they come, we muſt make haſte. wr 
Maid bring my Cloaths. [Exit 

Prate. My Maid bring my Cloaths! W hat, does 
he keep a Fille de Chambre to dreſs him. ¶ Afide. 

Enter Beatrice on the ſide of the Stage oppoſite 

to the Table. | 

Cor. Tis well you are come, where are my 
Cloaths ? 

Beat. All laid out in order for you, here in the 
Cloſet, to which I'll attend you. | 

Cor. No, no, I ſhall make ſhift without your 
help; ſtay you to give Anſwers, upon any Acci- 
dent or Occaſion. I'll jump into my Petty-coats, 
and be ready in a Moment. Exit. 

Prate. Jump into my Pettycoats! What, ſhall 
we have a Morrice-Dance, and does he play the 
Maid Marrion? He's gone into the Cloſet, 
and left the Door open full in my Face. 
What a lucky Rogue am J. Now ſhall I 
peep and ſee all. 80, there's the Hat and 

ig thrown by and now- off goes the Doublet; 
well peep'd, and now down, down, down go the 
Breeches. --—-—--- Bleſs me, bleſs me! 

Beat. Well, I fancy I may defy the whole World 
to march my Mittreſs and me for a brace of Maſ- 
queraders. For certainly never were two contract- 
ed Lovers ſo parted as Mr. Loveleſs and Alicia; 
ſhe hates him heartily, as the worſt of Libertines, 
a meer Savage, that makes his Prey of the whole 
Sex, ſpares neither Honeſty nor Chaſtity, that he 
can berray and debauch; and he hates her, if poſſi- 
ble, ten times worſe, as a Hypocrite and a Wan- 

ton, 
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ton, that has already given him the Earneft of 
Cuckoldom in an Intrigue with his own Friend 
Mr. Feignwell, a Blot ſo hideous, eſpecially in a 
Woman's Eſcutcheon, that he'll no more 
the Daughter of Mr. Oldiſh, than he'll take a Wit. 
from the Common. Well, if my Miſtreſs gets her 
Lovuoleſi, as I'm in fair Hopes ſhe will, IH adviſe 
'em to adorn their Bed-Chamber with our two 
Pictures, in all our ſeveral Shapes, provided it be 
large enough to hold 'em. But let me ſee, 
Peeping. } the may be dreſs d by this time. Ay, ſee 

e appears. 

Prate. So, I have had my full Peep into the in- 
fernal Cabinet, what a Budget full of black Intel- 
ligence ſhall I have for my Mad Maſter! Ay, here 
ſhe comes, and ſo enter Donna Diabola. 

Enter Corinna dre/s'd as a fine Lady. 
Now has this Child of Darkneſs rigg'd her ſelf in- 
to an Angel of Light. What a neceſſary Cover is 


a Petty- coat to a cloven Foot. [ fide. 
Cor. Look round me, have put on my Things 
as they ſhould be? 


Beat. AlFs very well. But, Madam, you have 
not told me whether Mr. Loveleſs likes you or no. 
Cor. My Fears are almoſt at an End, Girl. 
Prate. Are they ſo, pretty Jezabel ? 
Beat. Dear Madam, how has this good luck 
happen'd? 
Cor. No Body can hear, therefore I'll tell you, 
Prate. That's a Lye. | 
Cor. Loveleſs is very ſincere, and deſires me to 
uſe all my Intereſt for him to my Kinſwoman Co- 
rinna. | 
Beat. If you intend to be his Wife, how can 
manage Matters to be Mr. Feignwell, when 
there's Occaſion, and Maria too? How will you 
get over theſe Difhcultics ? 


Prate. 
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Prate. The Tra — is ſer, the Rat nibbling, and 
it is but ſnap, my Maſter is caught, L 

Cor. Fool, let me but ſecure him for my o 
. never doubt my coming off with flying Co: 

ours. 

Prate. Secure him all your own, here's a Cor- 
morant! Ithink I have enough, if I can bur — 
it off. 

Cor. So, I hear 'em at the Door; let _ 

Enter Mr. Oldiſh, Widow Wiſhit, and Alicia. 

Old. Pray let your Lady know her Neighbours 
are come to Viſit her. 

Cor. Beairice, bring ſome Chairs. 

Old. Underſtanding your Ladyſhip is come to 
be our Neighbour, we ſhall be glad of your Ac» 
quaintance, and proud to ſerve you in any —_ 

[477 ft 

Wiſh. She's very like Mr. Feignwell. A 

Alic. 1 think *tis Maria, my Maid. 

Old. J have brought this Lady, and my Daugh- 
ter, to pay their Reſpects to you; you're a 
here, and they may be ſerviceable to you. 

Cor. I very — eſteem the Favour. 

Old. We all are your humble Servants. 

Alic. I am confounded. [Aide 

Enter Mr. Loveleſs. 

Love. I can't reſt till I know how ſhe does. 

Ha, Alicia here, and her Father! That's unlucky. 


[ Afede. 
Cor. Youare come in very good Time, Mr. Love- 
leſs. [All riſe. 


Love. Pray don't let me diſturb you, Ladies. 
Care. to Beat.] Beatrice, help me to move this 
Table, that we may make Room for a Chair for 
Mr. Loveleſs. | Move the Table, and diſcover Prate. 

Beat. Bleſs me, what's this, who's here! 8 
are. 
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Care. Who are you ? 

Prate. Why, I don't very well know. 
What ſhall I do! 

Love. Who is it ? 

Prate. Why, Sir, you muſt know, Sir 

Love. Fool, Coxcomb, how came you here? 

Prate. I deſire I may have Leave but to ſpeak. 

Love. What wou'd you fay, Sirrah ? 

Prate. A great deal to the Purpoſe. 

Beat. My Miſtreſs is undone z; now will this 
Toad diſcover all. [ Afide. 

Prate. Then know 

Love. What, you Blockhead ? 

Prate. 'That this ſame Animal, who calls her ſelf 
Corinna, and comes from the Devil knows where, 
is Mr. Feignwell, a Gentleman here at Oxford, and 
lives at the Widow Wiſbit's Houſe, with us; and, 
at Mr. Oldiſb's Houſe, has hir'd her ſelf for a Ser- 
vant to Alicia, that Lady there, by the Name of 
Maria, and follow'd my Maſter from London, with 
an Intent to draw him into the Nooſe of Matri- 
mony : All this, being under that Table, and in 
my right Senſes, I heard from that Mr. Feignwell- 
Corinna-Maria's own Mouth, and this is my Bro- 
ther Ferret, now Beatrice. 

Old. Amazing ! 

Wiſh. Wonderful! | 

Love. Unaccountably ſurprizing [ 

Alic. It can't be poſſible ! 

Prate. Nay, I ſaw all with my own Eyes. That 
Cloſet there is the Witch's Cave, where ſhe ſlip'd 
out of one Form into another, as nimbly as a 
Gameſter tops a falſe Dye on a Bubble. What 
Imps ſhe had about her I can't tell; for, to ſay 
Truth, ſhe fo frighten'd me, that I ſaid my Pray- 
ers. This is all Fact, Gentlemen and 
Ladies, as I hope to dye a natural Death; or let 

me 
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me be whip'd, and my Skin ſtrip'd over my Ears, 


if I tell you one Word of a Lye. 
Alic. Impoſſible ! | 
Fiſh. It can't be! 


Old. Nay, Madam, if it be true, tis prodi- 


gious |! | 

Love. Sure 'tis all Enchantment ! 

Prate. Ay, Sir, have a Care what you do. Get 
a Jury of Matrons, and let her be ſearch'd whe- 
ther ſhe's Man, Woman, or Goblin. 

Cor. I muſt diſcover my ſelf, there's no avoid- 
ing it. 

5% This is ſtrange. [Coming to her] Maria, 
tell us who you are. | 
Wiſh. If you are Mr. Feignwell, let us know 
it 


to call your ſelf Corinna. 
Love. And if you are Corinna, then will I per- 


form all the Promiſes I made to you as Mr. Feign- 


well. | 

Cor. Since Accident has diſcoyer'd me ſooner 
than I intended, know that I am Corinna, and 
that theſe Pretences, and every Shape I borrow'd, 
were all occafion'd from the Reſpect I had for 
Mr. Loveleſs. 

Love. I am entirely ſatisfied. — You have 
made me the happieſt Man on Earth, by this kind 
Declaration. A 
Oxford all for me? 


Cor. Alas, Sir, if that Weakneſs does not leſ- 


ſen my Character. 

Love. Leſſen it! Brighten it. By all that's 
great and good there's ſomething ſo endearing in 
ev'ry Step you have taken to make this Heart your 
own, ſomething beyond the common Charms of 
Beauty, that ne'er doubt that Proſelyte, where 
Miracles delcend to make the Convert. 


Old. This 


Alic. If you are Maria, twill be to no Purpoſe 


nd was your generous Tour to 
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Old. This is an Affront to my Family, you have 
us'd my Daughter unhandſomly, for which 
Love. If I have offended her, I hope ſhell 
pardon me. We cannot force our Paſſion. | 

Alic. I'll hide my Reſentment. [ Aſide.] Alas, 
Sir, my Pardon is eaſily granted; [to Love.]---"T'was 
a Match of your propoſing, [7s Old.] and, as ſuch, 
the Loſs gives me no great Diſturbance. No, 
Mr. Loveleſs, I heartily wiſh you Joy of your 
fair Stroler; and, Madam, I wiſh your Art may 
be as powerful in reclaiming an Inconſtant, as it 
has been in gaining him. 

Cor. He Prec. and I can't help believing 


Love. Vl never give you Occaſion, Madam, 
of altering your Sentiments. 

Ou. Being angry will ſignify nothing; and ſince 
my Daughter ſhews ſo little Concern at what has 
happen'd, I know no Reaſon but we may be 
Friends, and fo I adviſe you to uſe the Lady Kind- 


ly, Mr. Lovele/s, for ſhe has taken a great deal of 
Prins to deſerve it. 


Enter Charles and Ifabella, who kneel before Old- 
iſh and Wiſhit. | 


| Char]. We come to beg your Bleſſing, the 
Prieſt has juſt given us his. 

Old. How, more Roguery ! 

Wiſp. Why, you undutiful Wretch, how durſt 
you marry without my Conſent ? 


Old. They have trick'd me out of Part of my 
Eftate. 


Charl. Nay, Sir, don't blame me for that ; 
after ſo rich a Jewel as this was preſented me, I 
cou'd not in Honour do leſs than 2 it in Gold. 


Old. 


n 
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Old. And haſt thou play'd the Gipſey with me? 
pay . To 1/abella.. 
Lab. O, Sir, never give your ſelf a Pain for 
the Loſs of a Trifle ; A Silly young Girl 
Wife for Mr. Ol/4ifh { Love, poor Love, a meer 
Toy for us young Fools to play with! -—— PH 
ay you, Sir, a nobler Veneration, the Duty of 2 
Child to an Honourable Father: I'll kneel to you, 
bleſs you, and pray for you; reſpect and reve- 
rence you. 
Charl. Nay, Sir, we'll make you yet a more 
glorious Offering; we'll raiſe you a Generation 
that ſhall make your Name and Memory Immor- 


tal. 

Old. Go, you're a Rogue. Come, Ma- 
dam, you mult &'en forgive your Run-a-way, and 
I my Rebel, and think our ſelves happy that we 
have loſt em: Unequal Matches are bar at beſt 
precarious Bleſſings. Widow, what ſay you, are 
you _ to receive my Addreſſes again? 

Hiſh. Well, I think it muſt be fo. 

Old. 475 * — rr Choice. [ Taking ber 
by the Hand. | Sirrah, take your young Baggage, 
and bleſs you with her. ; . 1 

Charl. Thus low we thank you.  _ [ Kneels. 

Old. Hark, there's Muſick come to Welcome 
you to Oxford, Madam, at the Door. Prate, 
call em in. Wedlock and Harmony are, or ought 
to be, conſtant Companions; and a Dance on this 
Occaſion muſt not be omitted. 


A Dance here. 


Love. When I prove falſe———— 

Cor. You ſhall hear of it. Well, Loveleſs, 
Some of = nicer Sex perhaps may blame me 
For the wild Range of Love that I have made: 

: I 
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